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Around Town. 


Toronto has reason to thank its stars that 
the long-vexed question of the combined city 
and county buildings is to be settled at the 
polls a week from to-day. Saturday has been 
appointed for the polling in order to give work- 
ingmen an opportunity of recording their votes 
without inconvenience. For a long time we 
have had ‘indictments and rumors of indict- 
ments because our city and county buildings 
are insufficient and unsanitary, but at last 
complete and approved plans are before us, 
tenders accepted under the condition that 
the ratepayers endorse the expenditure and 
we know exactly what the thing is going 
to cost. An exception has to be made to the 
plumbing, but I am assured that the estimated 
cost, $80,000, will be amply sufficient. The tew 
ders have been put in after a careful study of 
specifications and all the routine proceeded 
with that any private citizen would observe in 
undertaking building operations. The esti- 
mated cost is $1,405,034, to which must be added 
the amount already expended for site, excava- 
tion, arbitration, etc.—$227,000—making a total 


of $1,632 034. Of this amount debentures are 


already authorized for $1,050,000 leaving a bal- | unless each 
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expenditure. Looking at it from this point 
of view, it will be the people of Toronto 
forty years hence rather than the people of to 
day, who will have to pay the bill. It is ob- 
viously unfair to unload upon posterity a bur- 
den of debt, a large portion of the benefit of 
which will ngt be theirs, but the children and 
grandchildren of the ratepayers of to-day, will 
have inherited the building as well as real 
estate of values far exceeding in proportion 
anything that we could estimate if each indi- 
vidual who is a qualified voter on this question 
has husbanded his resources and retained even 
the interest he now holds in the realty of 
Toronto. 
oe 

We are almost devoid of public buildings of 
interest and architectural beauty, while cities 
of inferior size and Jess assured prospects have 
added to their glory by erecting piles costing 
vastly more than the proposed structure. The 
faith of the people of Toronto in the future of 
the city has been exemplified by the enormous 
extension of the city itself and its suburbs, 
The private judgment of citizens leads them to 
believe that in ten years our populace will have 
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parison, even so far, is not fair, as only 
three trades have been let, and amount to 
over a million dollars, It will take another 
million to finish the work. We are building 
for Toronto, for our courts, councils, for 
York county and the machinery necessary to 
run it and all the civic and county business 
which aggregates a greater volume than that 
of the mere legislative machinery nec- 
essary for the Province at large. It seems 
to some critics that we should spend less than 
the Province is spending, but it must be 
remembered that the Province is building in a 
city which is absorbing the smaller towns of 
Ontario, while Toronto from its own resources 
and a margin on the future, is building for 
the people, and the business will require all 
the space which has been provided, and unless 
a brick or frame structure be erected, the cost 
must be as estimated. Comparisons with the 
frivolous cost at first stated as sufficient, omit 
to state that the estimates were guesses 
made by the same gentlemen who thought 
the Don improvements could be carried 
through for three hundred thousand dollars, 
and began by digging a hole in the country and 
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more than doubled. If this be so, and it will, 


man be in error, we should 


ance to be voted $582,034. It would be wellto]} prepare for great things, and as a com- 


bear in mind that it is this balance on which the 
vote is being taken. Some of those opposed 
to the idea and apparently antagonistic to any 
expenditure in which they do not have a 
commission are violently assailing the whole 
scheme as being likely to cost two or three 
millions before completion, This thoroughly 
untenable stand is adopted with no other basis 
than a comparison with the original estimate 


munity as well as individuals demonstrate our 
faith in our future by providing buildings 
which, in point of architecture and convenience, 
will be worthy of the Toronto that is to be, 
We are not building for to-day but for decades 
to come, and it must be remembered that we 
are not paying to-day but are arranging for 
those who shall have prospered here forty 
years hence to bear this burden, which will not 


for straightening the Don, a scheme begun in | be an unjust share, for each citizen in private 


the middle without thought of where it would 


operations and in paying heavy taxation is 


end, without providing for the expropriation of certainly doing all that justice calls upon him 
the land or agreement with the railways as to | to do, to fill in the gaps between the prosperity 


bridges. The court house site has already been 
purchased, a considerable amount of excavation 
made and the tend: rsare final in every respect. 
It will take four years for the completion of 
this handsome pile, which will be an ornament 
to Toronto, and one of the points of interest 
which will always be seen by visitors, Four 
years from now, those of us who have confi- 
dence in the city believe its population will be 
fifty per cent. greater than at present. Deben- 
tures are to be issued when needed, payable in 
forty years after dates of issue, and bearing 
interest at 34 per cent. per annum, to meet this 


| 


of to-day and the greatness of to-morrow. We 
must remember too that a million dollars will 
be spent in wages within the next four years 
and conduce greatly to present prosperity. 

a 


Those who are reviling the proposed expen- 


| diture and comparing it with that arranged for 


by the Province forget that the entire Province 
of Ontario is jealous of Toronto, that the expen- 
diture had to be limited to the least possible 
sum lest the constituencies rise in revolt 
against any sum being expended at all 
for parliamentary purposes, Yet the com- 
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who have been wailing about the walls for the 
last twenty years expecting them to fall down, 


have grown rich because they have believed in | 


Toronto. I haven't the slightest idea that these 
fortunate ones imagine that our world of pros- 
perity has come to an end because they have 
made a few hundred thousands. Twelve or 
| fifteen thousand families in Toronto live on 
the building operations which are undertaken 
here. They have never built in vain, 
The more houses that have gone up the more 
people have flocked here with their money and 
their energy to help build up the place, and I 
,; see no reason now why the colic of some 
| would-be reformers should so attract public 


attention that the Province of Ontario is to be | 
i called upon to witness the fact that while | 


| 170,000 or 180,000 people in Toronto are living 

— growing richer every day out of their 
trade, when it comes to an 

| which the community has to chip in, they 

| suddenly discover that we have gotten to be as 

! 

| 


big as we ever shall be and propose to erect | 
accommodation for the city and cou ity accord- | 
Before the debentures which are to be | 


ingly. 
| iecnll for the court house are paid Toronto 
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trusting to finding a way out tothe lake. The 
present plans have been prepared under the 
strict supervision of Mayor Clarke, who is re 
cognized as a business man, as one of those 


wise men who count the cost before they begin | 
There are no enormous aad irritat- | 


to build. 
ing law-suits to be proceeded with against 
holders; that matter has’ been 
The contracts are in, the securities 
offered, everything is down in 
white and there is no use 

ship for a bucketful of tar. I believe 
in Toronto’s future, just so long as I can see 
the citizens moved by the same faith ; I would 
cease to believe in its future if I saw her citi- 
zens fearful and anxious to retreat. It is only 
fair to believe that the outside public will 
occupy the same standpoint and will offer the 
same judgment, If in our public improve- 
ments we are preparing for a great city, the 
Province of Ontario, the Dominion of Canada 
and those who are interested in Canadian 
affairs on the other side of the border will 
take note of this faith in ourselves in our 
provision for the enlargement of our numbers, 
commerce and business and will judge us as we 
judge ourselves, Nothingso unfortunate could 
occur as to hear a retreat sounded. People 
of ail classes, excepting the despairing ones 


property 
settled. 


black axd | 
spoiling the | 
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will be a city of half a million of people and the 
people of thatday will not thank us for putting 
; up a little one-horse building insuflicient for 
that time. Those who believe we have reached 
our limit cannot more plainly declare their 
idea than by assisting to defeat the by-law. 


Those who believe we are going on from great- | 
ness to supreme eminence cannot make their | 


declara’ion more plainly, more publicly and 
more in the sight of all Canada than by erect- 
ing what will be a monument not to the pride 
of an architect or the ambition of a city council, 
but to the calm and well-assured faith which 
the community places in itself. 


| 
grown great so suddenly that it is sometimes 


hard to divest ourselves of village methods, 


hard to silence the grocery store philosophers | 
who will make and unmake the reputation of | 


| 

| 

{ 

| 

— statesmen on the cheapness with 
which a $7 culvert has been put in. Now we 
area city set ona hill, a magnet which draws 

| with mighty force. Whether we 

tinue to do this depends upon ourselves. If 

| 


we take a fit of the ague and shiver when we | 


think of what our children and grandchildren 


will have to pay for, Canada may well remark 


that we believe we are having a boom and that 
somebody is going to prick the bubble very 
shortly. 
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enterprise in | 


Toronto has | 


shall con- | 


Whole No. 76 


A couple of weeks ago! stated as plainly as 
I knew how that I imagined Toronto is ex- 
tending her borders too far into the country ; 
that money is being invested there which 
would find a much more profitable investment 
in the heart of the city, where values have not 
yet nearly reached their maximum. Real 
estate in Toronto to-day on the business 
streets, and on the streets adjacent there- 
to, is cheaper than in any American city 
of its size that I know of, while our 
prospects are better than those of any city 
of anywhere near its size that any of us have 
heara of. Just now there is no center to the 
city ; it is scrambling all over. The erection of 
public buildings of so permanent a character in 
so central a spot as the one selected, will fix 
the center of the city. The vast expenditure 
soon to be undertaken by companies and pri- 
vate individuals in and near the same locality 
will also help to fix it and Toronto will begin to 
fill up and the suburbs will have to rely on the 
influx of population to make their values good. 
The conservative classes of ratepayers are those 
who have property down town. From a dozen 
; personal interviews [ know that they feei that 
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; suburban speculation has gone to») far, but 
| with one accord they express the idea that the 
old city is under-valued. It is to the interest 
of those Who own down town property to for- 
| get their inclination towards a false economy 
| and vote for this by-law. Those on the outside 
of the city cannot afford to file a declaration 
they believe Toronto has seen its best 
| days by assisting to defeat the by-law. It isto 
| the interest of one and all to put on record in 
this matter that we believe in ourselves and 
our future, and I am firmly assured that 
Toronto will do it. 


| that 


. 
* « 


It is all right for us to show our anxiety to 
get other people to come to Toronto and put up 
expensive buildings; we have succeeded in 
doing this, but we cannot do it much longer if 
we do not show some faith in ourselves and 
put up proper buildings for our own accommo- 
| dation. We want Victoria University to come 
here and spend a quarter of a million dollars in 
buildings ; we want American insurance com- 
panies to ornament our streets with half 
million dollar structures; we are anxious to 
have anyone who has a dollar to spend, to 
spend it right here; but if these people who 
have been so carefully cultivated see us shrink- 
ing from a large expenditure on our own 
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behalf, they may very well feel that we are 

| acting as bunco steerers and are afraid to do 
that which we are so anxious to have others 
engage in. 


* * 
. A significant sign of the times was seen in 
the stormy meeting of the Separate School 
Board on last Tuesday night. A clerical and 
i anti clerical party has developed and the young 
men who were unterrified evince an independ- 
i ence of spirit quite startling. During his life- 
; time the esteemed Archbishop Lynch, of whom 
no one can say that his whole soul was not 
; engaged in the work of his church, was able to 
subdue these ebullitions of a popular desire 
amongst Roman Catholics to have the Separate 
Schools reach as high a standard as the Public 
Schools have reached. Vote by ballot was 
prevented by his efforts, but the tide can be 
stemmed but little longer. Roman Catholics, 
particularly the Irish Roman Catholics of Un- 


confine their work to the spiritual rea!m. I 


neighbors. He objects to having his children 


catechism instead of upon arithmetic. 


thing will have reached its legitimate end. 


philanthropist, philosopher, and realistic novel- 
America has occupied so great a share of the 


has just passed away. Noble by birth and 


f 
depict with the realism which he loved, the 


classes but at the same time trying to help lift 
them up to a higher plane. 
writings, so worthy of being read by every man 


i after Peter the Great is forgotten. 
The eleven unidentified victims of the Junc- 
tion Cut disaster were buried at Hamilton on 
Tuesday. What an odd thing it is that eleven 
' unidentified bodies being buried should dis 


people. 


forget to write to mother or wife as they 
promised, who perhaps have left their wives in 
anger, who are dissipated and uncertain of 
; friends, many of whom will wonder if they 
were amongst those whose charred bones were 
interred on Tuesday. 
to have it believed they were among the dead ; 
those who wish that the chasm which separates 
them from those they once loved should 
be a veritable tomb will struggle to have it 
understood that they were on the ill-fated 
train, missing ones all over the contin- 
. ert, many of whom will return later on, 
} will be thought of as having perished. 
i like the old doctrine of election and predestina- 
Zz tion. If it so happened that when God created 
: ' the world he permitted one man to come into it 
who was destined to be damned without any 
will of his own, every one of the millions 
who throng this footstool might have reason 
to suspect that he was to be the one. 
It is not difficult to believe that if 
such were the case the millions would trust 
' *he matter to luck, but when every man 
has a chance to be saved, the disturbing 
j element, which one person who was born to be 
; damned would have been, is removed. How 
’ small a thing is one life—one soul—and yet 
how disturbing it could be to the whole world. 
How few out of eighty millions in North 
America are eleven, and yet every missing man 
will be thought of as one of theeleven. Novel- 
ists will make their heroes and heroines dis- 
appear in that eventful disaster, and as long as 
we live stories about some one who disappeared 
will lead up to the death-dealing accident at 
Junction Cut. 
j os 
Mr. Balfour of South Essex has developed 
into a irst-class kicker. South Essex, which 
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well provided with railways, and the little 


newspaper man was selected 


over to the idea of helping the constituency to 
develop itself. Hon. Mr. Mowat and his col- 
leagues were so successful, during the session 
recently closed, in bull dozing the House and 


demonstrating that they were too solid to have 
a care for the preferences of any of their suppor- 
ters, that they threw Mr. Balfour's little railway 
scheme out into the cold, and he has ever since 
| been trying to get itin out of the drizzly wet 
by threats of resignation and all sorts of dire 
calamities. He has worked it well. Deputa- 
tions have been down, and the anti-Jesuit 
; agitation is so red hot I am told, that South 

Essex has been given to understand that 

Mr. Balfour is a much greater man than Mr. 
Mowat had supposed him, Therefore we may 
expect to see the subsidy forthcoming. When 
we see an energetic kick of this sort result so 
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“aging: 


meek and mild gentlemen from the townships 
are so easily bulldozed and are willing to pose 
as the hired men of Messrs. Mowat and Fraser 
whenever these gentlemen see fit to get on 
their high-horse and make their supporters 
saw wood or else lose their job, 
es 

It is announced that John J. Tilley, inspector 
of Model Schools, and Prof. Rayner have been 
constituted a commission to visit the French 
schools in Prescott and Russell and report upon 


MS 
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to teach English are being obeyed. 
Tilley is an educationalist of undoubted stand. | 


truth. 

schools in West Durham and has been advanc- | 

ing in prominence until he now has a deservedly 

high standing in this province. True, he is an 

employe of the Ontario government but those 
i who know the man will not be apt to suspect 













tario, thoroughly believe they are competent to 
look after the educational concerns of their 
families and insist that the spiritual fathers 


know whereof I speak ; the Catholic of Ontario 
has no desire to be isolated from his Protestant 


hedged about by artificial barriers; it angers 


him that the boy whom he designs for the 


counting-room shall spend his time upon the 
It won’t 


be long, my fair masters, before the whole 
*"* 

The great Count Tolstoi, the famous Russian 
ist is dead. Of recent years no man outside of 
literary attention of this continent as he who 
grand with the noblest instincts of a man his 


life has been spent toiling among the serfs of 
his native country in an effort not only to 


His brilliant 


and woman who can read and feel, will live 


turb the domestic life of seventy millions of 

I don’t mean that every one of the 

seventy millions will be disturbed, but out 
i of that number there are thousands and tens 

i } i ot thousands who are away from home, who 
i ' 


Fugitives will endeavor 


It is 


if by the way is the garden spot of Canada, is not 


on the under. | 
standing that he was to pull the government | 


riding over everybody's ideas, and so busy | 


successfuily we are led to wonder why the | 


how the Hon. G, W. Ross’ alleged instructions | Which may or may not have been magnificent— 
Inspector had not been devoted to giving her father and 


ing and a man that I believe will tell the It is very, very funny how children are being 
For many years he was inspector of | brought up in the pleasant city of Toronto. 





him of either an anxiety, or even a willingness. 
to gloss over the truth with any airy romances 
as to what is really going on in the French 
schools. Prof. Rayner of Victoria College, 
speaks English as well as French and is a 
Methodist. There is no particular reason why 
he should tell anything but the truth, as he is 
backed up by a denomination large enough to 
support him even if his report fails to give 
satisfaction to the government. I suppose 
that a number of reporters will be apt to 
accompany these gentlemen in their tour, 
and I can’t see how they can be very well 
excluded from the examination of the schools. 
If representatives of the Mail, Empire, World 
and Globe are on hand to take stencgraphic 
reports of the proceedings, and artists to 
picture the school-houses, and compare them 
with the ecclesiastical structures near by, we 
will get a very good idea of how far education 
has advanced along the Ottawa river. Any 
effort to exclude reporters from the interviews 
would be exceedingly unfortunate for Mr. 
Ross, as it would lead many to suspect him of 
a desire to obtain an ex parte statement. If 
the reporter speaks French as well as English 
we shall get a pretty accurate idea of the whole 
thing, and I am looking forward with interest 
not only for the report of the Commissioners 
who are in educational matters such high 
authorities, but for the statement of facts from 
the reporters who will make the trip a memor- 
able one for everybody concerned. 
o 
* * 

This commission is intended to block the 
anti-French game of the Opposition in the 
Legislature, and it certainly looks as if Mr. 
Ross intended to straighten the whole matter 
out before next Parliament, and then the 
Opposition will have nothing to cry about. 
There is bad management somewhere in Mr. 
Meredith's camp, or so good a campaign card 
should have been reserved until the session 
before dissolution. As it is I very much fear 
the gun will be spiked. 


hardships, passions and impulses of the lower es 


On Yonge street, the other day, as I strolled 
down, I met a couple of nurse girls, each one 
wheeling a baby carriage, while a little boy, 
who was evidently in charge of one of the 
‘*nursies,” was riding a tricycle and getting in 
everybody's way—more or less—but causing no 
offence, for he was a handsome little fellow and 
well mannered. How those girls jawed him, 
and yanked those baby carriages around was a 
sight to see! They were sour-visaged tfough 
still young, and I would as soon trust an infant 
of mine in their charge as I would invite a 
wild cat to be its playfellow on the green. A 
mother must be altogether lost to a sense of 
her duty when she will permit an ugly- 
tempered and shrill-voiced vixen to take care 
of her baby. Both of these girls screamed at 
that boy till he was frightened out of his 
wits. Finally they got hold of him and 
conjointly they gave him a shaking—enough to 
loosen every bone in his body. How is it that 
women who are ordinarily such good judges 
of character have no better sense than to select 
half-grown girls, who are built after the image 
of Jezabel, to take care of their children? 
Either they don’t care for the babies or else 
nurse girls must be scarce. The sun streamed 
on the faces of the poor innocent youngsters, 
and altogether, as I saw the babies frying in 
the perambulators and the boy screamed at 
and yanked about till he didn’t know whether 
he was alive or dead, it made me feel sorry that 
all women were not born with the maternal 


instinct. 
? 
oO > 


The nurse girl episode recalled a little occur- 
rence of an entirely opposite character I noticed 
in a street car last winter. It was a bitterly 
cold night. A young fellow who was appar- 
ently a mechanic of some sort had his t wo-year- 
old girl with him. He was without an over- 
coat and there were other indications that his 
means were limited, but his little girl had a 
| plush jacket on and was togged out regardless 
of expense. She was slapping his ears when- 
ever he didn’t suit her ladyship’s convenience, 
and altogether the tyranny was something 
frightful, but he was very proud of her, 
and it was evident to me that she had 
on not only her own clothes but his. She 
was so wide-awake that I remarked to him she 
| was apparently not in the habit of going to 
bed very early. ‘Oh, no,”he said, ‘‘ she always 
sits up as long as we do, but she sleeps late in 
| the morning; she gets plenty of sleep.” Here 
are two extremes, That little miss was being 
spoiled as badly and as rapidly as she could 
be by a youthful and _ unselfish father, 
who was taking a great deal of pleasure out 
| of it, and his self-sacrifice was so tender 
and so beautiful that it pained me to think his 
little daughter would be almost certain, if she 
lived long enough, to abuse it. It is a conun- 
drum which of these two children, the one who 
| was being dragged around by the sour-faced 
nurse girl or the one indulged by an over-fond 
father will turn out the better. How is it that 
| parents will never learn the happy medium? 





7 
* * 
Coming down Yonge street a month or so ago 
a little miss seven or eight years old fell down 


and got herself all over dust. I helped to 
arrange her apparel and she _ confidingly 
took my hand and walked down. street, 


informing me on the way that she knew more 
about Toronto than I did and that her mother 
didn’t know the names of a dozen streets in the 
city. Inside of five minutes she told me what 
her father did for a living, that her ma did her 
own housework, and what they had had for 
dinner fer a week past. I happened to know 
the people, and as I looked at her young lady- 
ship’s elegant clothes, was thoroughly eon 
vinced that they could not afford them sne 
naively informed me that her mother uidser 
own washing, and that her pa sometimes he!ed 
her iron. I asked her what she did and she 
| said, “I goto school. I was out toa party last 
night and wore a lace dress,” I thoughtit was 
| a great pity that the price of that lace dress— 


mother a holiday from washing and ironing. 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


hits out of court into the recesses of the ravine, | tae pack =e ae, baggage - ——_ 

rather than pay a fraction more than ls. 6d. 
The cricket men bave wees partes in a good After gaining nis point, he concluded the dis- 
week's practice, and Trinity’s eleven is go- 


pute with this axiom, which oucht to be re- 
ing to make things move this serson. Al- | membered by our young men: “It isn’t that I 






























































































Society. 


The past week has been most extraordinarily 
dull, though it is perhaps not altogether un- 

















































































fortunate as my space has been limited and I| ready the Trinity man quietly smiles a mind muckle for the odd tuppence; but, ye 
would. not have had room to have said but| gentle smirk and muses on the usual en er it’s the breaking into a fresh piece 


little had there been plenty to say. Next week 
matters promise to brighten up a little. 

The Queen's Own Minstrels drew an immense 
crowd at the Grand Opera House on Monday 
night and the boys all had ladies with them 
and society was indeed well represented. I 
would have to give a list of a very large sec- 
tion of the city if I endeavored to publish the 
names. However, all there is to say has been 
said by Metronome, 


victory that he expects to gain over the 
Varsity, muttering the while “ Neat,” which 
being interpreted meaneth much, In the rush 
of cricket and tennis, the less popular baseball 
has almost been forgotten, although the open- 
ing and decisive victory over Wycliffe still 
lingers pleasantly in the minds of the victors. 
I hear that a match with St, Michael's College 
is on the tapis, notwithstanding the formidable 
reputation that the Saints bear as ball-tossers. 





IMMENSE SUCCESS! 





LINDSAY LENNOX'S GRAND SONG 


Loves Golden Dream 


Tho average sale of this song in London exceed 2 500 
copies weekly. Its sucess 1s almost unprecedented. It is 
sung by Sims Reeves, Marie Roze and hosts of other soloists. 
Everyone can play it. Everyone sings it. All like it. 
PRICE 40 CTs.—IN KEYS TO SUIT ALL VOIOES, 


LOVE’S GOLDEN DREAM WALTZ 


By Theo. Bonheur. Beautifully Illustrated. Price 75c. 


Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association 


13 Richmond Street West, Toronto 
Catalogues free on application 


LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S 





The cricket season for Trinity opens this 
afternoon, when the university eleven will 
meet the East Torontos, After that matches 
follow with Rosedale, Toronto, Hamilton and 
Guelph and the ’Varsity, and then when the 
exams. are ended in the latter part of June, 
the Trinity men will take a little tour during 
which they will play with Trinity Schoa), Port 
Hope, Royal Military College, and Napanee. 
The batting and especially the fielding of the 
eleven will be first class, although the bowling 
is still undetermined, Eryx. 


By the way I saw quite a number of society 
ladies at the basebal] match on Wednesday 
afternoon. Though the game will never become 
as popular in fashionable circles as cricket, 
lacrosse and lawn tennis, there is no rea- 
son why an occasional afternoon should not 
be spent on the ball grounds, for the play 
is really exciting and entertaining and the 
arrangements made by the association insure 
the comfort of the spectators. A friend of 
mine who was in London the other day said 
that ‘‘ all the very nicest people were there,” but 
of course London is not as well provided with 
amusements as Toronto. 


The engagement is announced of Miss Man- 
ning, daughter of ex-Mayor Alex. Manning, 
and Mr. Hume Blake, son of Hon. Edwad 
Blake. 


The engagement is announced of Miss Norah 
E. Langtry, third daughter of Rev. Mr. Langtry 
of St. Luke’s, to Mr. Geo. J. Dibble, accountant 


of the Norwich Union Insurance Society. 
* 


Captain Ord and family of Rosedale returned 
last week from Florida where they spent the 
winter. The Captain's health has been much 
benefited by his sojourn in the South. 
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Gold Watches 


Gold Filled Watches 


—_ 


Coming Amusements. 





Silver Watches 


A very strong combination has been secured 
for the grand musical festival which takes 
place at the Horticultural Pavilion on Friday 
evening, Saturday afternoon and Saturday 
evening May 31, and June 1. The engagement 





Only those, wh'ch fron: pe ‘sonal exper'ence I know to be 
fine timekeepers. KE. BEETON, High Grade Watch 
SpeGialist, opp. Post Office. 


* 
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MISSES E. & H. JOHNSTON 
ORESS AND MANTLE MAKERS 


112 KING STREET WEST 





Cards are out for a dinner to be given by his 
honor the Lieut.-Governor, at Government 
House on Thursday evening, May 23, in honor 
of Her Majesty's birthday. 

* 


Miss Marjorie Campbell has consented to 
present the prizes at the Upper Canada College 
games on Friday, May 17. 

. 


This famous house is unrivalled in Toronto for the Select 
Style, Variety, Beauty and Novelty of its Good-. 
For strictly moderate charges it cannot be surpassed, 





Mr. John Smill, M. P., and Mrs. Small left 
last Monday afternoon for New York en route 
for England, where it is proposed to remain a 
few months for the benefit of Mrs. Small’s 
health. There were a large number of ladies 
down to see them off. 


MISS EMMA JUCH,. 


of Miss Emma Juch, Miss Adele Aus der Ohe. 
Signor Jule: Perotti and other artists, together 
with an orchestra of forty eminent musicians 
under the leadership of Carl Zerrohn is a 
guarantee of the exceilence of this concert. 
The management have reduced the price of 
seats to $1.00. The subscription list is now 
open at Messrs. A. & S. Nordheimer’s. The 
plan will be opeu to subscribers on May 20, 
and to the general pubiic on May 21. 


On Thursday afternoon the Pavilion plan for 
the famous Tennesseeans was opened at Nord- 
heimer’s. Toronto has been visited by a good 
many companies of colored vocalists, but never 
before by any company of ladies and gentlemen 
who combine so much native talent with 
classic culture as do the Tennesseeans. 
Some of the voices are wonderful. Mr. 
Thompson, the lion basso, is said to be 


even superior to F. J. Loudin, whv so 
delighted Toronto audiences some years ago. 
The company is an eclectic one, having been 
selected from the Hampton students, the origi- 
nal Fisk University Jubilee Singers and the 
Tennesseeans, which were organized in 1873. 
There is little doubt that large audiences will 
attend these concerts, and that all who hear 
them will be well pleased. 


Young Conservatives’ Dinner. 


Tailors and Furnishers 


Have received their Spring and Summer 


HALF HOSE 


AND 


UNDERWEAR 


Good Reliable Goods at Moderate Prices 


Mrs. Hirshfelder of Rosedale is giving an At 
Home this afternoon. 


Mr. Edin Heward will sail for home on May 
11, and may be expected in Toronto about the 
22nd. 


The Queen’s Own Rifle minstrel show last 
Monday night brought out all the beauty and 
fashion of the town. In the different boxes I 
noticed Sir Alexander Campbell and Miss 
Campbell and Mr. Harcourt Vernon, Mr. 
Beverely Robinson and Miss Robinson, Mr. 
Steenie Heward, Miss Heward and the Misses 
Walker of Orillia, Mrs. and Miss Bunting. 





A beautiful lot of 


WELCH, MARGETSON & CO’S 
SCARES 


IN STOCK 


69 King Street West 
Miss M. MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WEST 








Personal. 


Last Saturday afternoon Mr. James H. Mac- 
lean, city editor of the Toronto World, was 
presented with a handsome marble clock on 
which was inscribed, *‘ Presented to J. H. Mac- 
lean by his fellow employes of the Toronto 
World on the occasion of his marriage.” Mr. 
H. T. Howard delivered the presentation speech 
to which Mr. Maclean made a felicitous reply. 


Mme. Paul Julien, the widow of the cele- 
brated violinist whose name was so deservedly 
famous in Europe and America, has arrived 
from New York, to establish herself in Toronto 
for the spring and summer months, Mme. 
Julien is an artist of remarkable attainments, 
a pianist of the best school, an experienced and 
conscientious teacher of vocal music and piano 
playing. She is a pupil of the great Prof. 
Marmontel and of Panseron, whose celebrated 
method for the training of the voice has long 
been adopted by the Conservatory of Paris, and 
also received the flattering endorsement of that 
most fastidious of critics, the Maestro Rossini. 











The Young Men’s Liberal-Conservative As- 
sociation of Toronto held their first annual 
dinner at the Rossin House on Tuesday night, 
and the affair was a very pleasant one indeed. 
Mr. J. A. Worrell presided, and on his right 
sat G. R. R. Cockburn, M.P. for Center Toronto. 
There were also noticed in attendance Messrs. 
W. D. McPherson, who occupied the vice-chair, 
P. W. Ellis, W. J. Nelson, D. T. Symons, J. S. 
Boddy, James E. Smith, R. Armstrong, John 
Herbert Beaty, Wm. Morton, Fred. Wright, 
John Davis, A. A. Dewdney, Wm, Riddell, 
Crate, James Baird, O. M. Arnod, J. Castell. 
Hopkins, P. H. Bartlett, J. B. Fogers, Dr. J. 
Ferguson, J. A. Ferguson, George Green, A. 
Horton, A. G. McLean, F. J. Travers, A. M. 
Grier, and others. 

After doing justice to the good cheer pro- 
vided for the occasion the usual loyal toasts 
were proposed and enthusiastically honored. 
Mr. D. T. Symons then proposed Canada and 
the Empire, to which Mr. J. Castell Hopkins 
made an able response. The Parliament 
of Canada, proposed by J. A. Ferguson, elicited 
a happy effort from Mr. G. R. R. Cock- 
burn, in which he humorously referred to the 
vote on the Jesuit question. Lieut. W. J. 
Nelson sang a comic song, after which Mr, P. 
H. Bartlett in an able speech also responded to 
the last toast. An excellent comic song by Mr. 
Fred Wright of Strathroy next set the tableina 
roar. Mr. J. S, Boddy proposed the Army, Navy 
and Auxiliary Forces, to which Lieut. Nelson, 


Is now showing a choice and varied assortment of 


New Millinery Goods 


To which insgection is invited. 


The Dressmaking Department is worthy of notice also, 
being under able management. 


ELEGANCE! 
ASK FOR THE 


BYRON ROLL COLLAR. 


COMFORT! 





-_ 


Trinity Talk. 


Mr. H. P. Lowe, '89, represented Trinity at 
the senior dinner of the students of Victoria 
University in Cobourg, last night, 





Mr. V. Price, ’91, still continues in a critical 
condition, pleurisy and malaria being compli- 
cated with inflammatory rheumatism. His 
long illness has caused considerable anxiety 
among his fellow undergraduates. 

Mr. Harold Parsons, who recently distin- 
guished himself by winning the first year 
scholarship at Trinity Medical College, is 
taking lectures in arts. He is with ‘91, and is 








TO BE HAD IN ALL SIZES AT 


WHEATON & CO0.'S 





a great acquisition to the eleven. 


* 

Dr. Bourinot’s spring lecture on Saturday 
afternoon was only fairly attended, the audi- 
ence making up in quality for what they lacked 
in quantity. The system of lectures more or 
less open to the general public, that has been 
established by Trinity this year, is filling an 
educative function indicative of considerable 
enterprise on the part of the University. 

~ 

The students are now fairly started on the 
Easter term, the most delightful part of the 
college year at Trinity. “lis now that the 
sports flourish in all their fulness. The lawns 
of widestretching green which surround the 
buildings, are now diversified by the whiteness 
of the tennis flannels and the brightness of the 
cricket blazer ; and those red and black barred 
tunics certainly blaze with a prominence that 
catches the eye at once 


Cricket and tennis are in full swing with all 





Don. 
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‘Tis now the summer of your youth; time 
has not cropt the roses from your cheek, though 
sorrow long has washed them, 


the charm of novelty, after a long term of cess- 
ation. It is now that the tennis fever seizes 
upon the fresiiman, and morning, noon and 
evening see him on the courts, pounding the 
air and occasionally the ball, making two-base 


A. A. Dewdney and Capt. John Herbert Beaty 
responded. The Agricultural Interests of 
Canada were ably proposed by Mr. A. G. Mce- 
Lean and responded to by Messrs. P. W. Ellis 
and Mr. A. Munro Grier, who delivered one of 
his usual excellent speeches, 

Perhaps the most pleasing feature of the 


affair was the presentation of a beautiful gold- 
headed cane and an illuminated address to 
President J. A. Worell. The address was read 
by Mr. W. D. Macpherson and was highly com- 
plimentary to Mr. Worrell. ‘‘The President 
and Officers" elicited happy replies from those 
gentlemen. 

Literature and the Press was dealt with by 
Mr. W. Morton, while Mr. O M. Arnoldi spoke 
his sweetest on behalf of The Ladies. The 
party broke up at a late hour, feeling that their 
first dinner had been a great success. 





~—- 


A Canny Scot. 


About eighty or ninety years ago, when the 
cotton manufacturing oF was in its infancy, 
several poor Scotchmen settled in Manchester 
who ultimately became millionaires, and whose 
descendants are still connected with the city. 
We were apeating, some time ago, with a very 
old woman, who knew one of these men in his 
early struggles. His landlady thought he paid 
too little for his room, and she was determined 
to raise his rent from 1s. 6d. to 1s, 8d. per week. 
This the Scotchman stoutly resisted, and was 








17 King St. West, cor. of Jordan 


The Leading Shirt and Collar House 


SPRING 1889 


French Millinery Emperium, 63 King St. West. 
(Opp. Mail Office, first floor) 
We will be prepared on and after the 13th inst. to show 
our spring importations in trimmed and untrimmed mil- 
linery, flowers, feathers and novelties. 


Mrs. A. BLACK, Mgr. 


(Formerly of No. 1 Rossin House Block.) 





TRADE. MARK W. F. ROSS & CO. 


ROOM 1, 
»> AND 57 ADELAIDE 
STREET EAST, 
TORONTO, 


scm WATCHES 


Gold and Silver—Wholesale and Retall 
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Carlotta, called Empress of Mexico. 


Why the innocent should suffer for the 
guilty, is a question to which no mortal has 
yet rendered a satisfactory answer. We only 
know that the innocent do suffer the conse- 
quences of others’ crimes, and most acutely, 
too, especially women. Probably there is not 
a reader of this periodical, forty years of age, 
who cannot point to at least one weman whose 
life has been embittered, if not spoiled, by 
faults or errors in the guilt of which she had 
no share. Probably, too, the majority of the 
human race are to-day suffering from faults 
committed before they were born, 

The lady who held the post of reader to the 
Empress Eugenie has described, recently, the 
melancholy visit to St. Cloud of Carlotta, the 
wife of Maximilian, who tried to be Emperor 
of Mexico. When men and money failed him, 
Maximilian sent his wife to Europe to entreat 
the kings and emperors there not to abandon 
him to destruction. This poor Carlotta was an 
affecting instance of a woman utterly wrecked 
by the foliy and crime of others. 

She was married at seventeen to the Arch- 
duke of Austria, brother to the Emperor of 
Austria. As she was the daughter of Leopold, 
King of Belgium, the ceremony took place at 
Brussels, in July, 1857, in the presence of a 
great assembly of the kind of people who figure 
at the imaginary summits of European society. 
Her husband, twenty-five years of age, was 
handsome, not addicted to vices, amiable, and 
fond of literature. Since his death, his works, 
in seven volumes, have been published at 
Vienna, and they serve to show that he was a 
well-disposed and industrious student. 

Soon after their marriage they went to live 
at the Castle of Miramar, vn ‘those beautiful 
shores of the Adriatic Sea which have been re- 
nowned tor their pleasantness for two thou- 
sand years, As the archduke was a man of 
large private fortune and admiral of the Aus- 
trian fleet, he was enabled to render this abode 
perfectly enchanting. What lady in Europe 
seemed to be more secure against misfortune 
or vicissitude than the Archduchess Maria 
Carlotta! She and her husband seemed to 





possess all the solid advantages of rank and ! 


wealth, without the responsioilities of power. 

Six years of sumptuous and splendid married 
life passed away in this paradise of Miramar, 
Then the tempter appeared upon the scene— 
Louis Napoleon, under the guise of a deputation 
of Mexicans, who offered Maximilian what 
they called the Mexicar throne. He answered, 


in substance: ‘‘ Make me sure, first of all, that 


I am the free choice of the Mexican people.” 

In six months they returned and said that, 
in the disturbed condition of the country, the 
vote of the whole people could not be taken, 
but that they had brought with them the invi- 
tation of the Mexican legislature, which was 
sanctioned by the votes of nine or ten munici- 
palities. Thcy added, with vehemence and 
solemnity, that all classes in Mexico passion- 
ately desired him to come and be their emperor. 
Maximilian declared himself satisfied with 
these unsupported declarations. His brother, 
the Emperor of Austria, was satisfied with 
them; also his father in-law, Leopold of Bel- 
gium. So he signed the document which gave 
him the title of Emperor of Mexico, and which 
drove this innocent, ill-starred pair, like 
another Adam and Eve, from paradise. 

The whole proceeding was so _ obviously 
fraudulent that we naturally conclude Maxi- 
milian must have known it to be such at the 
time. But probably he did not. Men believe 
easily what they strongly wish to believe. No 
doubt he flattered himself that in accepting 
this crown he had acquired the opportunity to 
bestow the most solid and lasting benefits upon 
the people of Mexico, as well as to deal 
an effective blow at republican institutions, 
Whatever delusive dreams of this kind he and 
Carlotta may have entertained, they were soon 
rudely dispelled. When he ertered the capital 
of Mexico, with Carlotta by his side, in June, 
1864, the people Were out in great numbers to 
see the splendid show, but there was scarcely 
one cheer heard, except from the French 
soldiers and the persons employed by the new 
government, This vaunted entry into the capi- 
tal was a gorgeous and doleful show. 


In ten months came news of the surrender of 
General Lee, which included within it the col- 
lapse of the Mexican empire. From that hour 
the enterprise of Louis Napoleon was doomed, 
and he did not delay long to make up his mind 
to abandon it. But Maximilian had something 
of the pride and obstinacy of his race. He de- 
clined to abdicate. He refused to run away 
from his empire, but sent poor Carlotta across 
the ocean to plead with the kings and emperors 
not to leave him there to fight chaos unas- 
sisted, 

She reached Paris on a warm evening in 
August, 1866, fatigued with her voyage and her 
rapid journey. She sent at once to St. Cloud, 
six miles from Paris, to ask an interview with 
Louis Napoleon, and he appointed the following 
day at 2 o’clock. She was but 26 years of age, 
and though her face betrayed the anxieties she 
had suffered, she was still a beautiful and ele- 
gant woman, tall, of erect carriage, lovely brown 
eyes, and a pleasing expression of counte- 
nance, Even at such a crisis she was obliged 
to give some thought to her costume, and 
her attendants had some trouble in procuring 
for her in time a suitable hat, which had to be 
extemporized at a fashionable milliner’s. She 
wore a dress of black silk, still marked with 
the creases of packing, which there had not 





been time to remove. Over this she had a 
mantilla of black lace, the only Paris article of 
attire being a white hat elaborately trimmed. 

At the time appointed, two of the imperial 
carriages conveyed her and her few attendants 
from her hotel to the palace, and these were 
followed by the mockery of a mounted escort of 
guards, Louis Napoleon and Eugenie met hir 
at the foot of the grand staircase, and in a few 





moments the three were closeted in the cabinet 
of the empress. The day was extremely ‘ho-, 
and the countenance of Carlotta was flushed 
from the needless weight of her clothes. Ic 
was thought, too, that her mind had already 
begun to give way under her misfortunes, and 
what she had to hear that day was not calcul- 
ated to begin the work of restoration. 

The three per: onages conversed together for 
the space of two hours. No one knows pr- 
cisely what passed between them, but Carlo: a 
had been informed that the master of Fran e 


would not, and could not, send to Mexico 
another soldier or another dollar, His only ad- 
vice to Maximilian was to abandon the scheme, 
and get out of the country as soon as he could. 
He had already expended about a hundred and 
fifty million dollars of the money belonging to 
the French people in the attempt to force a 
foreign government upon Mexico. Moreover, 
he had promised Mr. Seward and the American 
Minister in Paris to withdraw the French 
troops in the following spring—1867. 

To all this she had little to reply except her 
tears, which flowed freely during the whole 
interview. The conversation was once inter- 
rupted, Carlotta had brought with her two 
Mexican ladies of honor, who are described by 
Eugenie’s reader as being very ugly, black and 
little. While the chief personages were shut 
up together, the ladies of the court endeavored 
to make themselves agreeable to the strangers, 
and ordered some refreshments to be brought 
tothem. One of them asked that a glass of 
orangeade be sent to Carlotta, because she was 
in the habit of taking orangeade at that hour 
of the day. The beverage was sent accordingly, 
and it arrived at a moment when the unhappy 
woman was torn with emotion. It was with 
the greatest difficulty and embarrassment that 
she sipped a little of it from politeness, This 
incident dwelt long in her troubled mind, and 
she often said, in an access of delirium, that it 
was the glass of orangeade that had poisoned 
her. 

The poor lady left the palace wholly uncon 
vinced, and soon made her way to other courts 
—to that of her brother in Belgium; to the 
Emperor of Austria; and, finally, to the Pope; 
always with one object—to induce them to 
stand by the prince whom they had misled to 
his ruin, 

Her mind gave way so rapidly that she never 
so much as heard of the execution of her hus- 
band a few months later, although he lived 
long enough to hear of the affliction which 
made her a maniac. 

‘*Countrymen,” said Maximilian to the Mexican peop’e, 
after his capture, ‘‘I came to Mexico with the best inten- 
tion of insuring the felicity of all and each of us; but, 
though called and protected by the Emperor of France, 
Napoleon III., he, to the ridicule of France, has abandoned 
me in a cowardly and infamous manner, by demand of the 
United States, after having uselessly spent force and treas- 
ure, and shed the blood of her sons and your own.” 

It is not certain that the farewell proclama- 
tion is genuine. But, though clumsily written, 
this passage sums up correctly the history of 
the Mexican Empire.— New York Ledger. 





Easter Greeting. 





The reason why fashions in men’s dress 
change so often according to the pronuncia- 
mento of one of Toronto’s swell tailors is 
because men soon grow tired of existing styles 
and yearn for something new. This season’s 
fashions are no better than those of last season 
and not much better than those of ten years ago 
insofar as the general aspects of garment 
structure are concerned ; it is not progress and 
development half so much as novelty and 
variety that are looked for. As a matter of 
fact the spring styles, while showing a multi- 
tude of minor departures in mere items of 
detail from those of the past spring and fall, 
are in all essential respects practically un- 
changed. The most popular coat will be the 
three button cutaway or walking coat, while 
the sack coat will continue to retain its hold 
upon a large number of admirers. Large plaids 
and checks are the most fashionable goods to 
be worn this season, and Henry A. Taylor, the 
Fashionable West End Tailor, having received 
his spring importation from the best foreign 
markets invites your inspection. No. 1 Rossin 
House Block or 119 King street west, Toronto. 


-— i 


Every day demonstrates the great popularity 
of Thomas’ English Chop House and Ladies’ 
Cafe. Under the management of Keachie & 
Co. it has become the high class supper room 
for theater parties, and by far the most popular 
dining-room for ladies. Indeed it is the only 
restaurant noticeably patronized by the fair sex. 


The Palace Novelty Einporiun 


(Late QUA & CO.) 

49 KING ST. WEST 

TOYS, GAMES, BOOKS, STATIONERY 
FANCY GOODS, DOLLS, 


Express Waggons, Velocipedes 
Tricycles aud Bicycles 








Cabs, 





BASE BALL GOODS IN ALL BRANCHES 


HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 
CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 


For Manufacturing New Designs in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 


THE PARMELEE ROOFING AND PAVING CO. 
GRAVEL RCOFING 


For all kinds of Flat Roofs. 


ASPHALT PAVING 
For Ce'lar Bottoms, Sidewalks, Breweries, Stables, etc., etc. 


Estimates given for al! parts of Ortario. 


10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. 




















ADIES’ AND CHILDREN’S FINE 

Shoes. L. A. Stackhouse, Dealer in Ameri- 
ean Boots, Shoes and Stippers. Just received: All 
the latest sprit g styles. For etyle, fit and wear they can- 
pot be beat. It will pay you to see them before buying 
elsewhere. Remember we warrant these goods. Call and 
see them at American Shoe Store, ¢27 Yonge Street, 
Toronto, a 


Recommended by the Wedical Profession, 





AND COCA WINK 


FOR MENTAL AND PHYSICAL 
EXHAUSTION 


Has all the well-known properties 

of Beef, Iron and Wine, with the stimu- 
lating effects of Coca. It increases the 
vigor of the intellect, nerves and mus- 
cles; sustains strength in the absence of 
food ;  popnenee pe sleep, and is not 
tollo’ by any evil effects. . Unequalled 
in cases of sudden exhaustion. 

AvvuLt Dossz.—One tablespoonful between 
meals, or when fatigued or exhausted. 
BINGHAM’S PHARMACY 
100 Yonex Sr., Torowro. 



















For Sale by all Leading Drugzist. 


ISLAND 


ownens MUSKOKA 


EXCURSION TICKETS AS USUAL 


Steamers are now running. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


72 Yonge Street, Toronto ae 


FANCY GROCERIES 


In the above department we think ourselves safe in 
assuming that we carry the largest stock and best assort- 
ment of FINE GOODs in this city. 

SALMON, SARDINES and LOBSTERS—the best 
brands only. PATI-DI-FOR-GROS, RUSSISCHER 
CAVIAR, ANCHOVIES, in oil, ete. A’so full line of 
POTTED MEATS, GAME and SOUPS. From 
Crosse & Blackwell, Gilmour & Libby, McNiel 
& Co. PICKLES, SAUCES, CATSUPS and 
RELISHES of every description from the best 
producers only. 


SHAVER 
THE DIRECT IMPORTER 
Telephone 1850. 244 Yonge and 2 Louisa Sts. 


EASTER CARDS 


Choice Line of New Designs in Leaflets, Art 
Books and Cards; also Prang'‘s 
Satin Mounts. 














New Books and Magazines Received Daily 


F. W. NYE & CO. 


THE ROSSIN HOUSE NEWS DEPOT 
137 King St. West. Toronto 


FRENCH CLEANING 


Evening Dresses, Opera Cloaks, Kid Gloves, Kid Boots, 
Slippers, &c., beaut)fully cleaned at the only strictly first- 
class house in the city. 


STOCKWELL, HENDERSON & BLAKE 


103 King Street West 
Goods sent for and delivered. Telephone 1258. 


LUXURIANT GROWIHS OF HAIR 


}. | Are seen on the heads of all who 
ih use Dr. Dorenwend s 


\ Great German Hair Magic 


| The equal of this great prepara- 
“| tion is yet to be found. It is an 
j unfailing Restorer for Gray Hair. 
1 It stops a: d prevents all Falling 
Out of the Hair. It Removes all 
} Dandruff and keeps the scalp 
Hclean. On Bald Heads (if there 
fare but the faintest traces of 
j roots) the ‘‘ Magic” will produce 
= - —— & fine growth. Will you try it? 
or will } ou let your hair go, and become permanently old? 
What do you say? All druggists everywhere have it for 
sale. Ask for it. Do not let the druggist tell you he has 
“‘something just a good.” See that each bottle bears seal 
and signature. 


A. DORENWEND, Sole Manufacturer, Paris Hair 
Works, 103 and 105 Yonge St., Toronto, Can, 


Fashionable Ladies’ Hair-Dressing 


FOR 
Balls, Soirees, Wed-' 
dings, Concerts, 
Photos, etc. 
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_Ladies’ Hair, Trimming, 
Singeing and Shampooing 
Families waited upon at their 
own residence. 


Special Appointment 
Made 


_ Latest styles of Pompadour 
Frontpieces and other styles, 
best finished hair goods on 
the American continent. 


TRANCLE ARNAND 








Ladies’ Fashionable Hair-Dresser, of Paris, 
France. 
_407 Yonge Street 407—Toronto 





STOVEL&CO.| 


LADIES’ TAILORS 
COSTUME AND HABIT MAKERS 









M 1SS BURNETT, Removed to 
117 Yonge Street 

Artistic and Original Hats and Bonnets 

From the leading designers in Paris, London and New York. 


Elegant designs in Walking, Dinner and Tea Gowns 
Experienced fitter. 


WHOS YOUR 








WHOS YOUR! 
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J.&J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 YONGE ST., TORONTO. 
= 


W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Are now showing in every department a magnificent stock of Spring 
Novelties, specially in High Class Silks, French Dress Goods, Washing 
Dress Fabrics, Laces, Embroideries, Parasols, Hosiery, Underwear, 
Gloves, Dress and Mantle Trimmings, Ornaments, Table Linens, Sheet- 
ings, Curtains Furniture Coverings and Upholstery Goods or every 
description. Only first-class goods, and at popular prices at 


W.A. MURRAY & COS 


17,19, 21, 23, 25 and 27 KING STREET EAST, and 12 COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO 
nS 


JAMES HARRIS & C6 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 





TALLY HO! THERE THEY GO! 
We have just received one case eachof 
Ladies’ Hunting Caps and Silk 
Riding Hats, which for Style, 
Beauty and Durability are unequalled. 


GENTLEMEN’S HUNTING CAPS 


Our stock of Stiff and Soft Felt Hats, in all the fashion- 
able colors, is unsurpassed. Sole agents for the 
celebrated Miller Silk and Felt Hats 


LADIES WILL Nore 


We Repair, Alter and Store Fur Garments during the 
Summer Months at Moderate Prices. 





JAMES HARRIS & Co. 


MANUFACTURERS OF FINE FURS 
99 Yonge Street : - TORONTO 


TRY OUR NEW PATENT 
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SEE ALEXANDER’S 
NEW HATS 
The Finest Goods 


‘MOST ARTISTIC SHAPES 


| Ever Shown in Toronto 





CORSET 


This is the most perfect-fitting and 
comfortable corset in the market. 


Crompton Corset Coy 


8.le Manufacturers for the Dominion 





Qualities unsurpassed, and prices 25 per cent. less than 
down town houses. 


~ ALEXANDER 


The West End Hatter 
___ QUEEN ST. and DENISON AVE. 
‘THE MAGIC SCALE 





Best system of cutting ladies’ and children’s garments. 
| 
| HALL’S BAZAAR DRESS FORMS 
For drap'ng dresses. Adjustable to any measure. 





|MISS CHUBB, 426 1-2 Yonge St. 





OX Special for Next 10 Days 
H. S. MORISON & CO. 


218 YONGE STREET 


HAVE PURCHASED 


Stylish Street Jackets and Spring Wraps 


Which, having been stopped in transit and bought at a big discount for cash, will be sold 


AT EXCEPTIONALLY LOW PRICES 


The above lot contains a choice assortment of JET VISITES, from $3.50 up; BLACK SILK 

WRAPS, handsomely embroidered with Braid and trimmed with Lace; also BLACK and 

COLORED STREET JACKETS in great variety. NOTE—A handsome BLACK STREET 
JACKET (vest front) at $250. As well as a fine assortment of 


SUMMER SILKS 


25 pieces at 50+., wo-th 75c,, 25 pieces at 75¢ , worth $1.25, 


The Success of the Season 


Are our Parisian Border and Combination Suitings, Henrietta Cloths, French Printed Delaines 
and Cashmeres, Trimmings, Girdles, Buttons, Braids, &c., to match. 


A SHIPMENT OF 


PRINTS, CHAMBRAYS, SATEENS—AlIl the latest French colorings and effects, 
PARASOLS, in every variety of color, design and price. 


CMe: DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING AN ART WITH US 
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“THE DAY WILL COME’ 


BY M E. BRADDON, 
Author of “Lady Audley's Secret,” ‘‘ Vixen,” “ Like and Unlike,” ‘‘The Fatal Three, etc. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 
CHAPTER XVIIL bered your playing in her mothe:’s room when 
: ¥ she was a child.” 
‘« All the spring time of his love The woman called Marian lifted her eyes to 
, Is already gone and past. him with a look of patient reproach, as if she 
Theodore went back to wintry London before | said, ‘‘ You are cruel to hit anyone so helpless 
the year was a week old. He settled himself | as I am,” and then, playing all the time, she 
by his lonely fireside, in the silence of his old- | answered: ‘ = 
fashioned rooms. All he had of the beauty of e do not know what you are talking about. 
this world was a glimpse of the river athwart ‘*Don’t you! Oh, but indeed I think you do, 
the heavy grey mists of a London morning, or | and I should be very glad to be of use to you if 
the lamps on the embankment shining like a | you would let me, for the sake of those old 
atring of jewels in the 7 dusk. There | days. I don’t think it is possible I can be mis- 
were days of sullen, hopeless fog, when even | taken, though you may have your own 1ea3on 
these things were hidden from him, and when | for refusing to confide in me.” ‘ 
it was hard work to keep that stealthy, pene- He was certain now in his own mind that 
trating greyness and damp cold out of his | this was Mercy Porter and no other. That fine 
rooms. touch upon the piano implied sustained and 
He had brought a fox-terrier from Dorchester | careful cultivation. She did not play like a 
en his return from his holiday, an old favorite | girl who had learnt music as an afterthought. 
that had seen the best days of her youth, and He left the house when she did, and walked 
was better able to put .up with asedentary life, | part of the way to Hercules Buildings with 
varied unly by an occasional run, than a younger | her, but did not offer to go out of his way to 
animal would have been. This faithful friend, | see her home, being very sure she would refuse. 
an animated little beast even at the mature ‘I wish you would trust me,” he said gently, 
atage of her existence, lightened the burden of as they walked side by side, without looking at 
his loneliness, were it only by leaping on to his | each other. ‘‘ Believe me that everyone at 
knees twenty times in five minutes, and only | Cheriton is sorry for you. If you were to go 
desisting therefrom upon most serious remon-/ back to the neighborhood you would have 
strance. It was pleasant to him to have some- | everybody’s sympathy. There would be no one 
thing that loved him, even this irrepressible | to cast a stone.” ; as 
Miss Nipper, with her sidelong grin of affec- ‘Tam very sorry I ever mentioned Cheriton 
tionate greeting, and her unconquerable suspi- |! to you, Mr. Dalbrook,” she said impatiently. 
eion of rats behind the wainscote. He felt less | *‘ It was a foolish impulse that made me talk. 
like Dr. Faustus on that famous Easter morn- | You insist upon making guesses, You try to 
ing, when the emptiness of life and learning | force a confession from me. It is hardly gen- 
eame home to the lonely student with such | erous. . , 5 
desolating intensity, when even a devil was ** My interest in you must be my excuse. 
welcome who could offer escape from that dull! ‘You can do me no good by that kiad of 
burden ot existence. interest. I shall never see Dorsetshire aguin— 
He had come back from his brief holiday de- | so what can it matter who I was when I lived 
jected and disheartened. Itseemed to him that | in that part of the world, There are hundreds 
she who was his load-star was more remote | of women in London as lonely as J am—bun- 
—vanishing into a distant world where it was | dreds—perhaps thousands—-who have broken 
vain for him to follow. He had failed in | every link with their past. My life suits me 
the task that she had imposed upon | well enough, andIamcontented. I shall never 
him. He was no nearer the solution of that | try to change it.” 
dark mystery which troubled her life than he | ‘“Thatisa pity. You are young enough to 
had been when he first promised to help her. | make a good wife to an honest man, to help in 
How poor and impotent a creature he must | creating a happy home.” 
appear in her eyes. His only discoveries had *Am I? I teel a century old ; and I have 
been negative. All that his keen, trained in- done with every thought of love or marriage. 
tellect, sharpened by seven years of legal ex- | When I woke to consciousness after that 
perience, had been able to do was to prove the | dreadful fever, awoke from darkness and 
unsoundness of herown theory. Hehad started | oblivion like that of the grave, I entered — 
no theory upon his own part. No flash had | a new life. Icame out of that sickness like 
illumined the obscurity which surrounded God- | one who had passed through hell. Passion and 
frey Carmichael’s death. hope and youth, and good looks, had been burnt 
He went on with his plodding work, reso- | out of me ina fiery furnace. It was a wonder 
jutely bent upon doing the utmost that patient | to myself that my body was alive. It was no 
fabor can do to ensure success. Evenif it were | wonder to me that my heart was dead. From 
all vain and futile—that hope of winning favor | that time I have lived very much as I am living 
in her eyes—the mere possibility of standing | now—after a brief time of struggle and starva- 
better with her, of showing her that he was of | tion—and the life suits me fairly well. I shall 
the stuff which goes to the making of distin- | never seek to better it.” 
uished men—even this was worth working ‘*That is hard, Marian.” 
‘or. Z He called her by her Christian name, frankly, 
“She may have great offers by and by,” he | in almost paternal friendliness, not knowing 
told himself, r-calling what Lord Cheriton had | any other name by which to call her. He was 
said about his daughter's chances. ‘‘ With her | with Miss Newton earlier than usual on the 
beauty and her expectations, to say nothing of | occasion of her next tea-drinking, so early as 
her present means, she 1s sure of distinguished | to be before anybody else, and he talked to his 
admirers ; but at the worst she cannot look | hostess about Marian— Marian Gray, Miss 
down upon a man who is on the road to success | Newton called her—confiding to her his con- 
in her father’s profession.” viction that this young woman was no other 
This ever-present consideration, joined to his | than Mrs. Porter's missing daughter. He told 
very real love of his calling, sweetened all that | her of his interview with Mrs. Porter, and of 
was dry and dull in the initial stages of a bar- | the mother's angry repudiation of her child. 
rister’s career. While other men of his age ‘“*T can but think that her hardness was as- 
were spending their evenings at the Gaiety | sumed,” he said, ‘“‘and that the ice would melt 
Theatre, seeing the same burlesque and laugh- | at a touch if the mother and daughter could be 
ing at the same jokes night after night, as | brought together. I should like to try the ex- 
appetite grew with what it fed on, Theodore | periment.” 
was content to sit in chambers and read law. ‘*It is hardly wise to try experiments with 
It was not that he was wanting in apprecia- | human hearts,’ said Miss Newton, ‘ Marian 
tion of the drama. There was no man in Lon. | is contented and at peace, if not happy. To 
don better able to enjoy the dignity of Hamlet | force her back upon a mother who might be 
at the Lyceum, or the rollicking fun of the | hard and bitter to her—do you think that 
Gaiety Bluebeard. He was no pedantic piece | would be true kindness?” 
of clay, proud of the dulness that calls itself | ‘* What it the mother’s heart has been yearn- 
virtue. He was only an earnest and dogged | ing for her lost lamb all these years, and by 
worker, bent upon a given result, and able to | bringing her back I might make two lives 
put aside every hindrance upon the road that | happy.’ 
he was traveling. | ‘* Let the mcther come to the child. Let her 
‘They that run in a race run all, but one | who has something to forgive be the one to 
ebtaineth the prize,” he said to himself, recall- | make the advance. It is so hard for the sinner 
ing a sentence in an epistle that he had learned ; to go back. She must be helped back. If the 
years ago at his mother’s knee, words that | mother were a woman with a motherly heart 
always brought back the cold brightness of | she would have been searching for her lost 
early spring, and a period of extra church | child in all those years instead of wrapping 
services, long sermons in the lamplit church, | herself up in her sorrow at home.” 
and the voices of strange preachers,a timeof| ‘‘I own I have thought that.” 
daffodils and fish dinners, and much talk of | ‘*Of course youhave. Youcan’t think other- 
High and Low Church. He had never faltered | wise as a sensible man, I have no patience 
in his religious convictions; yet in the days of | with such a mother. As for Marian, I think 
his youth that Lenten season in a country | she may get on very well as she is. I am fond 
town, that recurrent sound of church bells in | of her, and I believe she is fond of me. She 
the chilly March twilight, had weighed heavy | earns from twelve to fourteen shillings a week. 
upon his soul. | She pays five shillings for her room, and she 
Almost the only recreation which he allowed | lives upon eightpence aday. I needn’t tell you 
himself in this winter season was an occasional | that the teapot is her piece de resistance. er 
attendance at Miss Newton's tea parties. He most substantial meal on some days consists of 
had secured acceptance for himself at these | a couple of scones from the Scotch baker's, or a 
entertainments on the strength of his reading, penny loaf and a hard boiled egg; but when I 
and he was now establisned as a Shakespearian | go to see her she gives me an admirable cup of 
reader; Miss Newton having taken it into her tea, and positively delicious bread and butter. 
head that Shakespeare is of all great poets the | Her room is the very pink and pattern of neat- 
easiest understood by the people, and having | ness. All the instincts of a lady show them- 
ordered him to read Shakespeare only untilshe | selves jn that poor little two-pair back. She 
should tell him to desist. | has curtained the iron bedstead and the win- 
“IT know what they like and what they dow with white dimity, which is always clean 
dislike,” she said. ‘‘ They’ll not conceal their | and fresh, for she washes and irons it with her 
feelings from me when we talk you over after | own hands. She generally contrives to have a 
you've gone. As soon as ever I find them | bunch of flowers upon her work.table, and hard. 
getting tired I'll let you know.” as she works, her room is always free from 
He began with Macbeth, a story which | litter. She has about half-a-dozen books of her 
caught them at the very first page. The | own upon the mantel-shelf, her Bible, Milton, 
witches took their breath away; and when | Shakespeare, Charles Lamb's Essays, Gold- 
he came to the murder scene they were all | smith’s poems, and the Idyls of the King— 
sitting round him with their hair seemingly on | well-worn volumes, which have been her com- 
end. He ciosed his first reading with that awful | panions for years. She borrows other books 
knocking at the gate; that one supreme stage | from the Free Library, and her mind is always 
effect which has never yet been paralleled by | being cultivated. I really believe she is happy. 
mortal dramatist. There were some of the | She is one of those rare individuals who can 
girls who tumbled off their chairs and grov- | afford to live alone. Do not disturb her 
elled on the floor in their excitement. There | lightly.” 
were others who wanted to know the fate of ** You are right perhaps. The mother struck 
Macbeth and his wife on the instant. me as by no means a pleasant character, al 
* I do hope they were both hung, like the | ways sareennn Mrs. Porter is her mother, 
Mannings,” said a meek widow. | of which I myself have very little doubt.” 
‘“Ob, but he wasn’t so much to blame, Mrs, | Theodore made no further effort to bring 





, 


Pilby. That wicked woman drove him toit.” | mother and daughter together, but he met 

‘**So did Mrs. Manning,” argued a Bermond- | Marian from time to time at Miss Newton’s 
sey lady, “but they hung Manning all the | tea parties, and acquaintance ripened into 
same when they caught him. I was a child | friendship. Her refinement and her very real 


when it happened, but I remember hearing | musical talent sustained his interest in her. 
about them. He was took in Jersey, and she He talked to her of books sometimes when 
wore a black satin gownd.” they happened to be sitting side by side at 
“Oh, don't talk about your Mannings, Mrs, | the tea-table, and he was surprised at the 
Hodge. They were low, vulgar people. These | extent of her reading. She confessed when 
were a King and Queen in a palace. It’s all | he questioned her that she was in the habit of 
different. It lifts one up out of one’s own life | stealing two or three hours from the night for 
enly to hear about them. You may read about | her books. 
murders in the newspapers til! your eyes begin ‘*T find that I can do with a few hours’ sleep,” 
to swim, but you won't feel like that. Idon't she said, ‘‘if 1 lie down happy in my mind after 
kuow when I've felt so sorry for anybody asI __ being absorbed in a delightful book. .My books 
fee! for King Macbeth.” are my life. They give me the whole universe 
Marian sat silent, and refrained from all part | for mv world, though I have to live in one 
in the chorus of criticism, but she moved to | room, and to follow a very monotonous calling.’ 
the piano presently and began to piay a Scotch | He admired the refinement of that purely in- 
air—a grand old march—slow, solemn music | tellectual nature, but he admired still more 
that was almost too much for the nerves of the | that admirable tact which regulated her inter- 
more excitable among Miss Newton's party. | course with Miss Newton's homelier friends. 
She glided from one melody to another, and | Never by word or tone or half-involuntary 
she aed those wild Scottish airs with such | glance did Marian betray any consciousness of 
thrilling power that they seemed to sustain | superiority to the uncultivated herd. She 
and intensify the uncanny effect of the tragic | shared their interests, she sympathized with 
reading. their vexations, she neither smiled nor shud- 
Theodore went over to the piano and stood dered at Cockney twang or missing aspirate 
beside her as she played. Winter brightened into spiinz, with all its 
“I knew you were a musician,” he said, varieties of good and evil: east winds rushing 
“chough I never heard you touch the keys till | round street corners, and cu'ting into the 
to-night.” | pedestrian like a knife; west winds enfolding 
- ae did you know?” him like a balmy caress. and bringing the per 
“My cousin Juanita told me. She remem. | tume of violets, the vivid yellow of daffodils 

























into the wilderness of brick and stone; rainy 


days, grey, monotonous, dismal, hanging on 


the soul like a curtain of gloom and hopeless- 
ness. These made-up the sum of Theodore’s 
outer life. Within he had his books, his ambi- 
tion, and his faithful love. He told himself 
that it was a hopeless love ; but there are many 
things which a man tells himself, and tries to 
believe, and yet does not believe. The very 
human longing for blessedness is too strong 
for human wisdom. Where there is love, there 
is always hepe. : 

He haa grown accustomed to his life in 
chambers ; and albeit he was very much at- 
tached to his father, and was amiably tolerant 
of his brother and sisters, he could but. feel 
that this solitary existence better suited his 
temper than residence in a family circle. At 
Dorchester it had been very difficult for him to 
be alone. Out of business hours his sisters 
considered that they had aclaim upon him, a 
right to waste his life in the most trivial 
amusements and engagements. If he with- 
drew himself from their society, and that of 
their numerous dearest friends, they accused 
him of grumpiness, and thought themselves 
ill treated. He had chafed against the waste 
of life, the utter futility of those engagements 
which prevented his keeping level with the in- 
tellectual growth of the age. He felt that his 
youth was slipping from under him, leaving 
him stationary, when every pulse of his being 
beat impatiently for progress. And now it 
was pleasant to him to be his own master, free 
to make the best possible use of his days. He 
found a few friends in London whose society 
suited him, and only a few. Among these 
the man of whom he saw most was Cuthbert 
Ramsay, a young Scotchman, who had been 
his chief companion at Cambridge, who had 
studied medicine for three years in Leipsic and 
Paris, with rn and Pasteur, and was now 
at St. Thomas’, he two young men ran up 
against each other in that main artery of Lon- 
don life, the Strand, in the January twilight, 
and renewed the friendly intimacy of that by- 
gene time when Ramsay had been at Trinity 
and Dalbrook at Trinity Hail. They dined to- 
gether at a restaurant on the evening of the 
tirst meeting, and Theodore took his friend to 
chambers after dinner, where the two sat late 
into the night talking over college reminis- 
cences of hall and river. 

Cuthbert Ramsay had been one of the most 
remarkable undergraduates of those days, 
notable alike for mental and physical gifts 
which lifted him out of the ruck. He was six 
feet two—with the form of an athlete, as hand- 
some a face as was ever seen within the gates 
of Trinity—and these advantages of person, 
which would have been noteworthy in any 
man, were the more remarkable in him, because 
of his utter indifference to them, or, perhaps, 
it may be said, complete unconsciousness of 
them, Heknew that he wasa big man, because 
his tailor told him as much ; but he had never 
taken into consideration the question as to 
whether he was or was not a handsome man; 
indeed, except when he had his hair cut, an 
operation which he always submitted to un- 
willingly and of dire necessity, it is doubtful if 
he ever looked into aglass long enough to know 
what manner of man he was; certainly not at 
his morning toilet, when he moved restlessly 
about the room hair brushes in hand, belabor- 
ing his handsome head, and exercising his 
extraordinary memory by the repetition of 
some sciehtific formula acquired during the 
previous night’s reading. 

His own estimate of his appearance was com- 
prised in the idea that he was ‘‘ very Scotch.” 
That milky whiteness of complection, touched 
with just enough ruddy color to give life to the 
face, those brilliant blue eyes, the straight 
nose, clear-cut nostrils, firm lips and firmer 
chin, the high broad brow, and light auburn 
hair, constituted to his mind nothing more 
than his brevet of nationality. 

‘**No one would ever take me for anything 
but a Scotchman,” he would say lightly, if any 
acquaintance ventured to hint at his good 
looks. ‘* There’s no mistake about me. Albion 
is written on my brow.” 

From his childhood upwards he had cared 
only for large things—intent upon investigation 
and discovery from the time he could crawl— 
asking the most searching questions of mother 
‘and of nurse—prying into those abstract 
mysteries which perplex philosophers before he 
could speak plain. The thirst for knowledge 
had grown with his growth and strengthened 
with his strength. His hardy boyhood had 
been spent for the most part in the broad 
windy streets of Aberdeen, marching with 
swinging stride along that granite pavement, 
his shabby red gown flapping in the north- 
easter; faring anyhow, as indifferent to what 
he ate as he was to what he wore, ahead of his 
fellows in all things intellectual, and abreast 
with the best athletes of his year in the sports 
they valued, a king among men, and of such a 
happy disposition that nothing in life came 
amiss to him, and what would have been hard- 
ship to another seemed sport to him, 


Some one, a wealthy member of his exten- 
sive family, found out that this Cuthbert was 
no common youth, and that with a little en- 
couragement he might do hunor to the clan. 
This distant kinsman, one of the heads of the 
great house of Ramsay, sent him to Cambridge, 
where he entered as a scholar of his college, 
and at the end of a year gained a University 
schoiarship, which made him independent. 
This hardy youth from the city of Bon Accord 
was able to live upon so little—could not for 
the life of him have been extravagant, having 
none of that mollesse, or soft self-indulgence, 
which is at the root of most men’s squander- 
ings. He was nine-and-twenty years of age, 
and he had never wore a gardenia, and had 
only had one suit of dress clothes since he grew 
to man's estate. Needless to say that albeit he 
went out very seldom that suit was now some- 
what shabby; but Cuthbert’s superb appear- 
ance neutralized the shabbiness, and he looked 
the finest man in any assembly. His parents 
were in their graves before he left the univer- 
sity. He had no ties. He was as free as Adam 
would have been if Eve had never been created. 
There was no one near or dear to him to feel 

roud of his honors, though his name was high 
in the list of wranglers, and he had taken a 
first-class in science. And now, after that 
interval of serious scientific work in Leipsic 
and Paris, he was plodding at St. Thomas’ 
with a view to a London degree, and thus the 
two hard-working young men—very intimate 
in the old days when Cuthbert’s rooms in the 
Bishop Hostel were conveniently adjacent to 
Theodore’s ground floor in Trinity Hall—were 
thrown together again upon their life journey, 
os were honestly glad to renew the old friend- 
ship. 

Ramsay was delighted with his friend’s 
chambers. 

**T was afraid there was nothing so good as 
this left in the Temple,” he said, rapturously 
contemplating the blackened old wainscote and 
the low ceiling with its heavy cross-beam. ‘I 
thought smartness and brand-new stone had 
superseded all that was historical and interest- 
ing within the precincts of the Lamb, , But 
these rooms of yours have the true smack. 
Why, I sonny believe now, Dalbrook, you must 
have rats behind that wainscote?” 

‘I had, till Miss Nipper came to keep me 
company,” answered Theodore, patting the 
terrier, whose neat little head al intelligent 
ears were lifted at the sound of her name. 

‘* And Nipper has made them emigrate to the 
next house, no doubt?” 

‘*T’m ylad you like my rooms, Cuthbert.” 

* Like them ! I envy you the ownership more 
than I can say. If anything can make me sorry 
that { am not a lawyer it would be the fact that 
I can't.live in the Temple. We doctors have no 
distinetive abode, nothing associated with the 
past.” 

** Perhaps that is because medicine is essenti- 
ally a progressive science.” 

‘Is it? Sometimes I begin to doubt if it has 
made any progress since Galen—or Albertus 
Magnus. I will admit that there was progress 


of some kind up to his time.” 


‘This house has an interest for me that it 
would have for no one else,” said Theodore pre- 


sently, while his friend filled his briar-wood. 





‘*My kinsman, Lord Cheriton, occupied the 
rooms underneath these for about a dozen 
years; and it is a fancy of mine to keep his 
image before me as I sit here alone with my 
books. It reminds me of what a man can doin 
the profession which so many of my friends as- 
sure me is hopeless,” 

** No one knows anything about it, Theodore. 
If you went into statistics you would find that 
the chances of success in the learned profes- 
sions are pretty nearly equal. So many men 
will get on, and so many will fail, at every 
calling. The faculty of success lies in the man 
himself. I always thought you were the kind 
of man to do whatever line you hit upon, A 
calm, clear brain and a resolute’will are the 
first factors in the sum of life. And so Lord 
Cheriton lived in this house, did he? I have 
heard people talk of him as a very distin- 
eeatahed sake, as well as a very lucky one. By- 
the-by, it was in his house that strange murder 
occurred last year.” 

** Yes, it was in his house, and it was his 
daughter’s husband who was murdered.” 

** Tell me the story, Theodore,” said Ramsay, 
leaning back his handsome head, and half 
closing his eyes, with the air of a man who 
liked hearing about murders. ‘I read the ac- 
count in the papers at the time, but I've very 
nearly forgotten all about it.” 

Theodore complied, and gave his friend the 
history of the case, and the failure of profes- 
sional acumen, Seth 

“* And there has been nothing discovered since 
last sunimer?” 

** Nothing!” 

“That is rather bard upon Lord Cheriton— 
bearing in mind your detective’s suggestion of 
a vendetta. The vendetta would not be likely 
to close with the death of Sir Godfrey Car- 
michael. Hatred would demand further 
victims—Lord Cheriton himself perhaps—or 
this lovely young widow—but there could 
hardly be such vindictive feeling without a 
strong cause. Enmity so deadly must have 
had a beginning in a profound sense of wrong.” 

‘*T have studied the case from that point of 
view, but can discover no cause for such 
malignity. I have almost given up all hope of 
unravelling the mystery.” 

“And your kinsman is to live under the 
sword of Dacnesies for the rest of his life. Upon 
my soull pity him. I can imagine nothing in 
Ireland worse than the murder of Sir Godfrey 
Carmichael—a man seated peacefully in his 
own drawing-room; and a high principled, 
amiable young man, you tell me, who never 
was known to wrong a living creature.” 

Theodore Dalbrook did not spent his Easter 
holidays in Dorsetshire. He had heard from 
his sisters that Juanita was staying at Swan- 
age with Lady Jane Carmichael. He was un- 
willing to intrude upon her there, and he had 
nothing to communicate as to that all absorb- 
ing subject which was at present his only claim 
upon her interest. Under these circumstances 
he was easily persuaded to spend his vacation 
in a ten days’ trip to Holland with Cuthbert 
Ramsay, who was keenly interested in the 
result of some experiments which had lately 
been made at Leyden; and thus it happened 
that Theodore let some time go by without 
seeing any member of his family except his 
father, who came to London occasionally upon 
business, and whom his son was delighted to 
entertain and make much of in his chambers or 
at his club, the serviceable Constitutional. 

Towards the end of April he read an an- 
nouncement in the papers which had touched 
him almost to tears. 

**On the 23rd inst., at Milbrook Priory, the 
widow of Sir Godfrey Carmichael of a posthu- 
mous son.” 

He was thankful for her sake that this new 
interest had been given to her life—that a new 
and fair horizon was open to her in this young 
life with all its possibilities of love and glad- 
ness. It might be that the coming of this child 
would change the current of her thoughts, 
that the stern desire for retribution would 
grow less keen, that the agonising sense 
of loss would be softened almost to forgetful- 
ness. He remembered those lovely lines of the 
poet philosopher's. 

This child came, he hoped, freighted with 
healing and comfort, came like the glad spring- 
time itself, like Adonis or Persephone, with his 
arms full of flowers. 

He wrote to his covsin, in tenderest congrat- 
ulation, a letter breathing a generous and pure 
affection, without one selfish thought lurking 
between the lines. 

Her answer came after nearly a month's de- 
lay, but, although tardy, it was most delightful 
tohim., Juanita asked him to be Godfather to 
her boy ; and he could easily imagine that this 
_ the highest honor she could confer upon 

m. 

‘In London half the young men I used to 
meet took a pride in avowing their unbelief,” 
she wrote, “but I know that you are not 
ashamed to acknowledge your taith in Christ 
and His Church. I shall feel secure that what 
you promise for my child will be fulfilled, so faras 
it is in your power to-bring about its fulfilment. 
I know that if you stand besice the font and take 
those vows in his name, you will not remember 
that ceremony as an empty form—a mere con- 
cession to usage and respectability. Those 
promises will appeal to you for = fatherless 
child in the days tocome. They will make you 
his friend and protector.” 


He accepted the trust with greater gladness 
than he had felt about anythirg that had hap- 
pened to him for a long time ; and on a balmy 
morning in the last week of Mey he found him- 
self standing by the font of the old Saxon 
church at Millbrook, where he had heard the 
solemn words of the Burial Se:vice read above 
Sir Godfrey Carmichael’s coftin less than a year 
before. He took upon himself the custody of 
the infant’s conscience in all good faith, and he 
felt that this trust which his cousin had given 
him made a new link between them. 

The Grenvilles had come down from town to 
be pees at the oe though neither 
husband nor wife was officially concerned in it. 
Mrs. Grenville had seized the opportunity to 
bring Johnnie and Godolphin to Dorsetshire 
for change of air. She had an idea that the 
Purbec air had a particularly revivifying effect 
upon them—like unto no other air. 

‘*T suppose that is because it is my native 
air,” she explained. 

Mr. Grenville submitted to his nephew's ex- 
istence as a mysterious dispensation of Provi- 
dence, which it became him to endure with 
gentlemanlike fortitude, but he did not cease 
to regard a posthumous infant as a solecism in 
nature and society. 

“Your sister-in-law actually seems meg 
with her baby,” he told his wife grumblingly, 
as he put on a frock coat in honor of the ap- 
proaching ceremony; ‘‘but it appears to me 
that a woman of refined feeling would be im- 
pressed with a sense of incongruity—of indeli- 
cacy even—in the idea of a child born such ages 
after the father’s death—a sort of no-man’s- 
baby as it were. And upon my word it is un- 
commonly hard upon Johnnie, With such a 
family as ours—six and the possibilities of the 
future—it would have been a grand thing to 
have one well provided for. As things stand 
now they must all be paupers.” 

Lord Cheriton was Theodore’s fellow-sponsor 
and Lady Jane was Godmother, an office which 
filled the dear soul with rapture. She held her 
grandchild throughout the service, excep: when 
she delivered him gingerly to the priest, who 
at one stage of the ceremony carried the new- 
made christian half way up the aisle, and, as it 
were, flaunted him in the face of the scanty 
congregation. 

Juanita stood like a statue while these rites 
were being celebrated, an@ in her pale set face 
there was none of the tender interest which a 
mother might be expected to show upon such 
an occasion. There was a deep pathos in that 
marble face and those black garments in an 
hour which has generally eenariog of a festal 
aspect. Strangers thought her cold, a proud, 
hard young woman, perhaps, thinking more of 
her own importance than of her baby; yet 
could they have read benea h the gurface they 
would have pitied the girl-widow in her de;o- 
lation on this day which should have been 
blessed to her. She could but think of him 





















































who was not there, ot the father who had been 
fated never to look upon his son’s face, of the 
son who was to grow from infancy to manhood 
without the knowledge of a father’s love. 

Theodore watched that pale and lovely face, 
full of sympathy, but not without wonder. 
How would this new tie affect her, he wondered? 
Would it soften all that was hard and vindic- 
tive in her mind—would it be strong enough to 
bring about resignation to the will of Heaven— 
a patient waiting upon Providence, instead of 
cae feverish eagerness to exact a life for a 

fe 

They two were alone together for only a few 
minutes after luncheon, strolling along the 
broad gravel walk in front of the dining-room 
windows, in the afternoon sunshine, while 
Lord Cheriton and Mr. Grenville lingered over 
coffee and cigars, and Lady Jane and her 
daughter made a domestic group with children 
and nurses under agigantic Japanese umbrella, 
Short as that tete-a-tete was it convinced 
Theodore that the child had not brought oblivion 
of the father’s fate. , 

‘*You have heard nothing more—made no 
new discovery, I suppose,” Juanita said ner- 
vously. 

‘Nothing. Indeed, Juanita, I fear I have no 
talent as an amateur detective. I am not likely 
to succeed where Mr. Churton failed. It was 
easy enough for me to complete the record of 
the Strangways—to set your suspicion at rest 
with regard to them. That was plain sailing. 
_ it seems to me I shall never go any fur- 

er. 

‘I'm afraid you will not,” she said wearily ; 
‘*and yet 1 had such hope in your cleverness— 
your determination to help me. As a lawyer 
you would know how to set about it. The 

sondon detective has many cases—his mind 
travels from one to another, He has no leisure 
to think deeply about anything—but you who 
have had so much leisure of late—you would, I 
know, be glad to help me.” 

“Glad! Good God, Juanita, you must know 
that I would cut off my hand to give you 
ease or comfort—respite even from a passing 
trouble. And if you are really set upon this 
thing—if your peace is really dependent upon 
the discovery of your husband's murderer——” 

“It is, it is, Theodore. I cannot know rest 
or comfort while his death remains unpunished. 
1 cannot lie down in peace at night while I 
know that the wretch who killed him is walk- 
ing about, rejoicing in his wickedness, glad to 
have destroyed that blameless life, laughing at 
our paltry love which can let our dead go un- 
avenged.” 

“If cudgelling these poor brains of mine 
could bring me any nearer to the truth, 
Juanita,” Theodore said, with a troubled sigh, 
“1 should have helped you better; but so far I 
can see no hd of light in the thick darkness. 
I do not think any effort of ours will solve the 
mystery. Only some accident, some inconceiv- 
able imprudence on the part of the murderer 
can put us on his track.” 

And then he thought with horror of Ram- 
say’s idea that a hatred so malignant as that 
which had killed Godfrey Carmichael might 
reveg] itself in some new crime. He thought 
of the young mother bending over her infant's 
cradle in some unguarded room—calm in the 
fancied safety of her English home. He 
‘thought of her wandering alone in park or 
ween, while that rabid hatred lurked in the 
shadow waiting and watching for the moment 
of attack. The horror of the idea chilled him 
to the heart, but he was careful not to hint at 
that horror to Juanita. He seized the first op- 
portunity of being alone with Lady Jane and 
imparted his fears, founded upon that sugges- 
tion of Cuthbert Ramsay’s to her. The kind 
creature was quick to take alarm, and pro- 
mised to see that Jitanita was guarded at all 
hours by all precautions that could be taken 
without alarming her. 

“She is surrounded with old and faithful 
servants,” said Lady Jane, ‘a hint to them 
will put them on their guard; but if you 
thought it wiser I would take her away from 
this place—take her awar from England, if 
necessary. It is horrible to think of living at 
the mercy of an unknown foe.” 

‘* My friend’s notion may be groundless. The 
crime of last year may have been an isolated 
act—the inspiration of madness. In our efforts 
to account for the unaccountable we may 
invent theories which torture us, and which 
may yet have no ground in fact. Only it is as 
well tothink of possibilities, however hideous.” 

He spent one night at the Priory, and before 
departure next morning, presented his offering 
of a fine George the Second mug to his godson, 
Godfrey James Dalbroak—who in his present 
stage of existence seemed to his Godfather a 
scarcely distinguishable morsel of humanity 
smothered in over much cambric and Valen- 
ciennes.” 

‘I'm afraid if I were to meet my godson in 
the arms of a strange nurse, I should not know 
him,” he said, deprecatingly, after he had kiss- 
ed the rosebud mouth, “but ‘please God the 
time will come when he and I will be firm 
friends. Assoon as he is old enough to decline 
Mensa I shall feel that we can converse upon a 
common footing, and when he goes to Eton I 
shall renew my youth every time I run down 
to waste an hour in the playing fields watching 
ne cricket, or to drive him to the White 

art.” 

Although he put on an air of cheerfulness in 
his leave-taking, he left the Priory with a sense 
of deepest anxiety ; and it was almost a relief 
to him when he received a letter from Lady 
Jane a week afterwards. 

**T could not get over the uneasy feeling 
which your suggestion awakened,” she wrote, 
“*so Iam going to carry off mother and child to 
Switzerland the day after to-morrow. Inter- 
laken and Grindelwald are delighcful at this 
season. We shall return to Dorsetshire as 
soon as the tourists begin to invade our retreat, 
and I trust in God that some discovery may be 
made in the meantime, so that all our minds 
may be more at ease.” 


(To be Continued.) 





The Creed of the Plagiarist. 


He writeth best who stealeth best 
Ideas, both great and small ; 

For the great soul who wrote them first 
From nature stole them all! 





Outlived All of Them. 


Visitor (in tone of gentle reproof)—I suppose, 
auntie, you have never had the opportunity of 
joining an anti-tobacco society. 

Auntie (aged 104)— Laws, yes, honey! (Plac- 
ing live coal on top of pipe.) I’ve had the 
chance of joinin’ (puff) many a one (puff, puff) 
in my time. Fourteen of ’em have (puff) died 
right yere, one after the other, sence f come to 
the town, about (puff) ninety-three yurs ago 
(puff, puff). . 





It Came Higher. 


Scene—N. Y. banking house, 

Sir Rotten Rowe (just over, to office boy, 
who has brought him some American money)— 
What is this? 

Office Boy—One cent, sir. 

Sir Rotten Rowe (with satisfied air)—Ah, 
yes ; I can tip me hotel waiter with it ! 

Office Boy (aside)—-Guess he don’t know the 
animal ! 


> 


He Would Not Be Dressed. 


Frightened Mother— For heaven's sake, John, 
run for the doctor! Baby has swallowed your 
collar button. 

John (turning over in bed)—How am I to go 
for the doctor without my collar button? 





What nonsense women do talk! (Goes to 
sleep.) 
A Familyar Joke. 
Jack Wrounder—Hello, old chap! How are 


the twins? 
Dick Wedder—Not so well. You see, we are 


just weaning them. 


Jack Wrounder—Ah, I see! A milk shake! 
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An Incident in Society. 





‘How dreadfully awkward for Aunt Decima 
to come just now !” said Miss Helen Inman, as 
she sat before the glass brushing out her beauti- 
ful blue-black tresses with slow, leisurely 
strokes, ‘‘when the Sydenham Wickfords are 
here, and mamma is straining every nerve to 
make a good impression on them.” 

**But Aunt Decima was grandmamma’s sis. 
ter, and the Sydenham Wickfords are no rela- 
tions at all,” protested Lizzie. 

* But they are such charming people,’ 
Helen. 

** All the same,” declared Lizzie, ‘‘ I don’t see 
why mamma’s aunt should be tucked away in 
the garret bedroom, and that fat Mrs. Syden 
ham Wickford and her blowsy daughter and 
the English maid put into the best rooms.” 

“That is all you know about the require- 
ments of society,” said Helen, somewhat dis- 
dainfully. ‘‘ Aunt Decima will do verv well, I 
dare say. If she don’t like it, she can go back 
to her huckleberry swamps.” 

Helen was a brilliant brunette, with lovely 
liquid eyes, a complexion like balsam blooms, 
and a Cupid’s bow of a mouth, Lizzie was an 
overgrown school-girl of sixteen, who was being 
kept resolutely in the background until her 
elder sister’s marriage should open to her the 
gates of society. 

Mrs, Inman was one of those hard-working 
ladies who are forever trying to reach one rung 
higher of the social ladder. Helen was un- 
questionably a beauty ; and she intended that 
Helen’s good looks should fetch the full mar- 
ket price. For the furthering of this scheme 
Miss Jnman had been taken to Europe, to re- 
ceive the seal set by foreign travel. And, on 
the return voyage, they had been fortunate 
enough to meet the Sydenham Wickfords, 

coming over to view the untried wilds of 
America. Seeuanee Saline. 

Mrs. Sydenham was the niece—or at: least she 


, 


said 





Decima, let us go back to the old farm in Mas- 
sachusetts. Iam sure I should like the coun- 
try. Mamma and Helen don’t need me, and I 
am sure they wouldn’t miss me.” 

“I am expecting a friend on the next 
steamer,” gently spoke Mrs. Everard. ‘As 
soon as she arrives we will all go back home,” 

**T hope it will be soon,” said Lizzie, ‘* for I 
am sure you must be awfully uncomfortable in 
that hot attic chamber, where the roof touches 
your head and there isn’t a sign of a carpet on 
the floor.” 

Aunt Decima had never before seen her New 
York relations, but, with olden time notions 
of hospitality, she had taken it for granted 
that a warm welcome would be extended to 
her. And she was more than a little surprised 
that Mrs. Sydenham Wickford’s maid had been 
assigned a far more comfortable room than 
herself. 

‘*Perhaps,” she toid herself, “I am a little 
behind the times, 
much,” 

‘** These country relations are famous for al- 
ways coming at the wrong time,” said Mrs. 
Inman, with asigh. ‘‘I think, however, I shall 
soon succeed in freezing Aunt Decima out.” 

‘*‘Mamma is giving a reception to the Syden- 
ham Wickfords to-night,” said Lizzie. one even- 
ing. ‘‘Ever so many nice people are invited. 
You should see how beautifully the parlors— 
drawing-rooms, Mrs. Sydenham Wickford calls 
them—are decorated with flowers. And Mrs. 
Sydenham Wickford herself has got on a red 
velvet gown that makes her look as if she were 
on fire. Florinda is being dressed by the maid 
now in white. White, like a girl, and she 
thirty at least! What are you going to wear, 
Aunt Dessie?” 

Mrs. Eve: ard colored. 

“*T have only my black silk,” said she. ‘And, 
besides, I have not been invited to come down 
stairs.” 

“Oh, put on the black silk, then!” cried 


Perhaps I am expecting too 


the ruby velvet dress would permit; and Miss 
Florinda was not long behind her. Of all the 
group, Aunt Decima and the Countess of 
Alchester alone were at their ease. While 
Lizzie, behind the screen of palms and rubber 
trees, was heartily enjoying the scene. 

Nothing more was heard about Lord Corkin- 
dale and Baron Brattleberg. The English 
guests left early the next morning, probably 
for the far west, certainly with the intent of 
putting as many miles as possible be*ween 
themselves and Lady Alchester. And Mrs, 
Everard took her friend and Lizzie Inman 
home to Everard Glen as soon as Mrs, Inman 
would allow them to depart. 

“But.” cried Helen, wringing her hands, 
“why did not Aunt Decima tell us she was 
rich and knew people? Lizzie is the prime 
favorite now. I’ve no chance at all.” 

“The worst of it all, though,” said Mrs. 
Inman, sadly, ‘‘is that we have been so dread- 
fully deceived by those horrid Sydenham Wick- 
fords! What will people say?’ 


About Baldness and the Hair. 


There are numerous symptoms of approach. 
ing baldness that give warning to an expert, 
but most people do noc know until the hair 
actuaily falls out. All human beings shed their 
hair at different times, but when the hair con- 
tinues falling, then there is lack of vitality in 
the bulbs of the hair. The germ has not a 
sufficiently healthy action to prodyce another 
growth of hair. People who do not understand 
the treatment of the hair should simply wash 
the head with warm water and pure Castile 
soap. The water should be ten degrees lower 
than blood heat. Castile soap is the best, be- 
cause it is made of olive oil, and contains very 
little alkali. This operation shovld be gone 
through with at least three times a week for 
thirty days. In seven cases out of ten this 
treatment will check the consumption in the 






Housecleaning Time. 


@’ LOOK HERE! 


‘x What do you want 

|: better than PHENIX 
LESSIVE to assist 
you in this laborious 
work? 


For any cleaning purpose it has 
no equal, Buy only the imported 
article, with address of manufac- 
turer on every package. 
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said she was—of Lord Corkindale, and niece of 
Her daughter was 


the Baron Brattleberg. 






















Lizzie. ‘‘Of course mamma expects you. 


the library door and seeitall. There’sacluster 

o: palms there that will hide a half-open door 
to perfection. Hurry, Aunt Dessie, and I'll do 

your gray hair up in those lovely puffs I learned 

our looking in at the hair-dresser's win- 
ow. 

The rooms were all bright with flowers and 
lights, but nore of the guests had yet arrived 
when Aunt Decima came down stairs, looking 
as neat and sweet asa tairy godmother. Mrs. 
Inman was flushed and tired out, in her helio- 
trope satin, Helen was lovely—pink tulle and 
apple blossoms. Mrs. Sydenham Wickford’s 


ruby velvet seemed to diffuse a positive atmos- | 
phere of heat around her, and Miss Florinda’s |! 


red face and small blue eyes were emphasized 
by her white gown. Mr. Sydenham Wickford’s 
evening dress and pumys had struck an atti 
tude nearastandard Jamp, which he seemed 
resolved to retain. At that moment the foot- 
man (hired for the occasion) flung open the 
door. 

**The Countess of Alchester!” he uttered, in 





going to write a book about the defunct Indian | stentorian ecce: ts. 


tribes. Her husband—a little man, with pale 
hair and eye glasses—was the bearer of dis- 
patches to the British minister. 

To all this, Mrs. Inman listened with rapture 
—and she considered herself highly honored 
when the Sydenham Wickfords consented to 
accept he: hospitality, instead of going, as had 
been their original plan, to a hotel. 

But all this involved no little expense. Mrs. 
Inman, although refined, was not rich. The 
hiring of additional servants, the refurnishing 
of a good part of the house, the ordering in of 
dainties from the nearest restaurant, nearly 
wore out her slender means. 

* But they are such charming acquaintances,” 
said Mrs. Inman, “They can't stay very long, 
because Florinda wishes to visit Dakota and 
Nebraska before the fall sets in to gather 
material for her book. And what an ad- 
vantage it will be for Helen to know them in 
society this winter.” 

“Society!” repeated Lizzie, leaning her 
plump elbows on her mother’s dressing-table. 
“It seems to me, mamma, that society is 
always demanding sacrifices from us, and 
never giving anything back.” 

‘You are only a child,” said Mrs. Inman. 
“But to think that Aunt Decima should drop 
in upon us now, of all times in the world!” 

Aunt Decima was a delicate, timid, little old 
lady, who wore softly-rustling black silks, a 
string of gold beads around her neck, and caps 
that Mrs. Inman secretly pronounced to be 
just the style that Mrs. Methusejah might have 
worn, 

‘*I am afraid,” said she, timidly, ‘‘ that Ihave 
arrived at an inopportune season.” 


Mrs. Inman and Helen were both silent. | 


Lizzie, whose tendency it always was to take 
the weaker side, put her arm tenderly around 
the little old lady's waist, end gave her a hug. 

‘* T'lltake you about wherever you want to go, 
Aunt Decima,” said she. *‘* I'm as gocd as any 
guide-book, and I delight in shoppirg.” 

Aunt Decima smiled gratefully on her little 
frand-niece ; and so it happened that she and 

iizzie formed a little clique of their own, while 
Mrs. Inman and Helen devoted themselves to 
the Sydenham Wickfords. 

* Tour housekeeper, I presume—a most re- 
spectable looking old person,” said Mrs. Syden- 
ham Wickford, nodding towards Aunt Decima; 
“but a little deaf, I should fawncy. I awsked 
her to see that the maids brought hot water to 
my room every morning, and she really—ah— 
acted as if she didn’t hear me.” 

Mrs. Inman turned red, 

‘We American lauies are oUF OWn house- 
keepers,” said she. ‘* Mrs. Everard is my aunt. 
Aunt Dessie, let me present you to Mrs, Syden- 
ham Wickford.” 

* Delighted, I am sure,” said Mrs. Sydenham, 
who, being very stout, and very tightly laced 
up in a flame colored satin dress. was unable t+ 
courtesy in reply to Aunt Decima’s bow, “ Ani 
this tall guri—did fu.dcrstand that she is you: 
step-daughter t” 

**No,” smiled Mrs. Inman; “she is my ow), 
child,” 

**Not a particle like our chawming Hele: 
here,” said Mrs. Sydenham Wickford. *‘* Al 
will you please ring. my sweet Helen, to sec 
what detains Fl: rinda! The dear child is ap’ 
to fall into fits of abstraction over her literar: 
labors, and-I am quite perishing for m) 
dinner!” 

After that Aunt Decima and Lizzie kept out 
of the drawing room. if 
‘*We don't like to be patronized, do we? 
said Lizzie, with a laugh. ‘** But it makes me 
angry to see mamma and Helen wait upon 
those ‘vulgar English people. Dear Aunt 
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Mr. Sydenham Wickford jumped as if he had 
been shot. Mrs. Sydenham Wickford made an 
ineffectual grasp at her smelling-bottle. Miss 
Florinda’s lower jaw fell, as a tall, handsome 
old lady, ina gray traveling dress, came into 
the room, looking with rather surprised eyes 
around her. 

*“*T was told——” she began. ‘* Goodness me! 
Wickford ! is that you?) What on earth brings 
you here?” (to Mr. Sydenham Wickford, who 

ept bowing, in a series of jerks, like an | 
automatic toy.) | 

Before she could u‘ter another word, how- | 
ever, she was clasped in Aunt Decima'’s arms. | 

“The friend I was expecting, Mary.” said 
Aunt Decima, to her niece. ‘*She has arrived 
sooner than I had hoped. Lady Alchester, this 
is my niece, Mrs. Inman—and Miss Inman, her 
daughter !” 

Mrs. Inman and Helen—tuft-hunters, both 
of them, by nature and education— bowed low, 
as if in the presence of majesty. 

“And this,” said Lady Alchester, whose 
eagle eye took in the situation at once, as | 
she glanced toward the English guests, ‘is 
my late butler, Wickford, and his wife, who | 
was formerly lady’s maid to old Mrs. Orion 
Hunt, and inherited quite a sum through 
that lady’s will! Excuse me. dear Decima, but 
how on earth came they here?” 

Never did a toy balloon collapse with greater 
suddenness than did the Sydenham Wick- 
fords. The ex butler kept on bowivg until he 
reached the threshold; the former tiring- 
woman of old Mr. Orion Hunt muttered some- 
thing about ‘‘her old enemy the neuralgia,’ 
and got out of the room as fast as the train of 





Up The 





Mre, McAleenan—Bring th’ mop-shtick, Jamesey, ‘till I gaoned it out. 
night, an’ he gev away where he 


talkin’ in his shleep lash 
coat.— Judge, 


I | bl ssels and i 2 bulbs. 
only wish I was out; but I shall peep in through | A Rg yt oe Rag Bh nag 
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| Slippers, said toa young ccmpanion near her, 


got one leg.” 





The washing 
removes all organic matter from the pores of 
| the scalp and helps to allay any irtlammation 
| that may be present. Under such circum 
stances in no case should ammonia or borax be 
| used, although they are often recommended. 
| The best way to avoid scalp troubles, hi: ir 
| falling ovt, and premature baldness is to use 
| nothing but clear water un the head. Wh n 
|; you go to a barber do not let him put beai’s 
| grease, vaseline or similar substances upo. 
your hair. These are more likely to cause 
| trouble than to do good. In cases where dar - 
; druff, scald head or any scalp disease appears, 
soap of good quality should be used in the 
water with whicl. the head is cleaned. Cold 
wa’‘er, followed by gentle rubbing, is exhilara‘ - 
ing to the scalp and is usually all the stimula: t 
that the hair needs. Dandruff is an exudation 
from the pores of the scalp that spreads and 
dries, forming a scale or scurf. It is caused in 
nearly all cases by a bad condition of the bloo, 
A person affected with scrofula almost always 
has dandruff. <A frequent use of a fine tooth 
comb is likely to irritate the scalp, and cause 
dandruff to appear. In cases of this kind after 
washing the head, apply a little vaseline to 
soften the skin. If the hair is falling out, and 
a stimulant is wanted, rub the scalp with 
brandy with a little salt in it. 

Baldness is due to several causes ; heredity is 
one of them, Members of some families get 
bald early, while in others the hairremains un- 
til old age. Scrofula is a frequent cause of 
baldness, and illness, particularly fevers, 
causes haldness. Excessive brain work is re- 
sponsible for many bald heads, and wearing 
hats constantly cannot be too often condemned. 
Whenever I get into a railway car I take off 
my hat. I don’t put on a tight-fitting skull cap 
either. The hair needs air, and the head to be 
kept cool. The reason that there are more 
bald men than women is due to the fact that 
women wear hats that admit air to the top of 
the head, while men’s hats exclude the air. 
Baldness among men is undoubtedly in- 
creasing, and is due to the fact that men do 
more head work and take less rest and relaxa- 
tion now than formerly. 





A Dictionary For One. 
‘“ What’s the show, mister?” asked a Dela- 
ware county farmer, viewing the parade. 
‘*Centennjal of the inauguration of Wash- 
ington,” rep¥ed a resident. 
‘Centennial, eh? Say, mister, how long ago 
did it take place?” 


oe 


To Make Sure. 


At the Club— Muttonhedde : Come round next 
Saturday and dine, unless it should rain. 

Smith—But suppose it should rain? 

Muttonhedde— Well, then, ccme the day be- 
fore. 
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That Strains the Intellect. 

‘** How glorious it is to be engaged in a purely 
intellectual occupation!” murmured a young 
maiden gazing rapturously into the eyes of a 
country editor; “your own mental faculties 
for tools, and the whole universe for a work- 
shop. Now tell me,” she added, ‘‘ what do you 
find the most difficult thing connected with 
your noble profession?” 

‘* Paying the staff,” said the editor. 





She Was in Luck. 
A little girl, busy in makinga pair of worsted 


* You’re lucky, you are. Your papa has only 





BEECHANM’S PILLS 
(THE CREAT ENCLISH REMEDY.) 
Cure BILLIOUS and 
Nervous ILLS. 
Sick Heatache. &e. 
oF ALL DRUGGISTS. 
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Spout. 


Yure father wor afther 
hid his lasht sayson’s shpring ovy- 


J. W. Cheeseworth 


Just opened this week. 








































Send for our Pamphiet on Hot Water Heating 


TheCrownPerfumery Co's 
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BLOSSOMS 


CREGISTERED) 
EXTRA CONCENTRATED 
a} “A delicate perfume 
jof highest quality; one 
of the choicest’ ever 


produced .— Court Journal. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE 








SOCIETY -REGALIAS 


Faney Ball Costumes 


Together with every description of Fancy- 
Work Goods, Stamping, ete. 


FECTION IN HOT WATER HEATING 


iL, NEW GURNEY BOILER 


The Best, Most Perfect and Economie 
Heater Ever Invented 


Fas no equal for heating Private Dwellings, Public 
Buildings, Greenhouses and Conservatories 


MANUFACTURED BY 


| 


| 
| 


| 





| 13 Crates, $2; 


& C. Gurney Co., Toronto 





KINDLING WOOD 


DRY 
Delivered prices, C. O. D., viz.: 


6 Crates, $1; 3 Crates, 60 cents 


Send post card or call at YUILL & HARVIE’S, 2@ 
Sheppard Street. Telephone No. 1570. 


B. SPAIN’S 


TEMPLE OF FASHION 
455 Queen Street West 


For the next thirty days we will 
clear out our steck of $4 and $5 
pantings at $3.50. 

~ his is the best cffer in the cily. 
We must get rid of them to make 
room for our spring importations. 
Got up in our usual good style of 


Art Needle Work and Supplies | workmanship and fit. Call and see 
| them. 


455 QUEEN ST. WEST. 





Gold & Silver Fringes Laces, Cords, Tassels, ete, —— 
Oe SPRING 1889 


W.C. MORRISON’S 


161 King Street West 


PRACTICAL BUSINESS EDUCATION 
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Now arriving new designs in 


Plush, Toilet and Faney Boxes, 


| Leather Dressing and Jewelry Cases, 
| Desks, Stationery Cases, Writing Pads 

| Cuffs and Collar Boxes, Hair, Cloth and 
| Hat Brushes, Combs, Ete., also a stock of 
| Fancy Baskets and Christmas Hampers. 


[PRICES 





mig Tt : 


Call and Inspect our Stock 





enema | HE. CLARKE&Co 





! 
| 


Special rates to Teachers and Students of Public and | 
High Schools. Our College is open the entire year. For | 
circulars and full information address J. M. Crowly, Gen 
erai Manager, cor, Yonge and Shuter Streets. Important— 


Notice address. 








MERCHANT TAILOR 
106 King St. West) 


—_——_— 


SPECIAL LINE OF 


SCOTCH AND IRISH SUITINGS 


{ 

Euitable | 
for present wear. 
| 





REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 


Its Durability and ease of manipulation are 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to 
be the fastest writing machine in the world. 


If interested, send for full report 
GEO. BENGOUGH. 36 King Street East 


J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE 679. 





TRUNK AND BAG MANUFACTURERS 


'105 KING STREET WEST 


Sache”, 





OUR CELEBRATED “ GOLD LABEL” 
AUHAITAC WO ACVAH MON SI 


OKEEFE & CO. 


Brewers, Maltsters & Bottlers 


country. 
bottles. 


SPECIALTIES—Warranted equal to best brewed in any 
ENGLISH HOPPED ALES in wood. and 
XXX STOUT in wood and bottle) PILSENER 


LAGER, 


“NEW ISSUES 


The Red Letter Series of Select Fie ion 





| THE PRETTY SISTER OF JOSE- By Frances Hodg- 


OA. iind ced iene ss 


MEHALAH—By 8. Paring Gould.............. 
LIGHTLY LOST—By Hawley Smart .. 


Canadian Copyright Editions 





_ TORONTO NEWS COMPANY 


PUBLISHERS’ AGENTS 
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THE Toronto SATURDAY NIGHT 


BDMUND E. SHEPPARD, . $ 








Editor. 








SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to ite readers, 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 





Subscriptions will be received on the following terms: 


One Vear........cccccccccecccsscececs 82 oe 
Six Months............. seeeee Secees e 10 
Three Montha............0+-eeeeeees ° 5e 


No subscription taken for less than three months. 
Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- 
ness office. 
THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING OO. (Lu«rrup), Proprietors 
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The Lost Art of Oratory. 


This is an age of much public speaking, but, 
as everyone admits, there are very few really 
good speakers. The conditions of modern 
public life are fatal to oratory, hence we have 
no Burkes, Chathams or Patrick Henrys in 
our legislative bodies. In the palmy days of 
rhetoric there was no Hansard, and the 
speaker addressed himself solely to those 
within the sound of his voice. There was no 
“talking to Buncombe,” simply because there 
was no process by which Buncombe could be 
brought within hearing. Those, moreover, 
were the days of limited suffrage and rotten 
boroughs, and a speaker who had the general 
approval and confidence of the small electorate 
did not need to trim his sails to catch every 
passing breeze of popular sentiment. The 
great charm ot oratory is the perfect self- 





abandonment of the speaker, who for- 
gets for the moment everything but 
his subject, and allows himself to be 


carried away by the enthusiasm of the occasion. 
This the modern political speaken cannot afford 
todo. He must never forget himself, his party 
aud his constituents for an instant. He can- 
not throw his whole soul into his subject and 
speak from his heart. Every word must be 
well weighed in advance and its effect upon 
public opinion calculated. An unlucky word 
or phrase let slip in the heat of the moment to 
round off a sentence may give his opponents a 
handle and offend some important class or 
interest. Many a speaker who has been grad- 
ually warming up as he proceeded into some- 
thing like oratorical power and freedom of 
utterance, have we heard suddenly stop short, 
check himself and bring what promised to be a 
brilliant period toa “lame and impotent con- 
clusion.” It was not that his powers suddenly 
failed him—not at all—it was simply the 
thought of his constituents digesting his 
remarks in cold print that recalled him to the 
danger of permitting his feelings too free ex- 
pression. The cheap newspaper has killed 
oratory by multiplying immensely the responsi- 
bilities of speakers, who consequently dare no 
longer address the public without careful pre- 
meditation. A speech written or carefully 
thought out in detail may be a finished and 
able piece of literary composition—but it is not 
oratory. 





Drifting Apart. 


However much it may be regretted, it is prob- 
ably inevitable that in our present social con- 
ditions a large percentage of marriages should 
be unhappy ones, and that perhaps a still 
greater proportion, though not total ‘* failures,” 
should fall far short of the ideal union of souls 
and hearts pictured by poets and rhapsodists. 
Men and women are so very far from perfect, 
and the conditions of life tend so surely to 
increase rather than to modify their natural 
short-comings that the only cause for surprise 
is that so many marriages are fairly happy. In 
those instances where the reverse is the case, 
it is mostly small faults, trivial difficulties and | 





failures to understand and sympathize with | 


or heinous misconduct on the part of husband 
or wife, which causes the trouble. 


It is the little rift within the lute 
Which by and by will make its music mute, 


| should they decide to giveitthere. Speaking of 


each other’s temperaments, rather than grave | repetitions, why should it not be repeated here 


| its closing concert 









Great was the crush at the Grand on Monday 
evening when the world of fashion thronged 
that edifice to hear the maiden effort of the 
Queen’s Own Minstrels. The force in the staff 
was a most effective one in point of excellence 
as well as of numbers. First of all, there were 
ten end mer gorgeously arrayed, comprising 
Messrs. F. Bain, G. Higginbotham, W. Beach, 
W. Stewart, W. E. Ramsay, C. Ross, C. Bogert, 
J. Drynan, E. C. Rutherford and E. Arnoldi. 
These gentlemen all contributed to the 
jollity of the evening, the drolleries of 
Messrs. Ramsay, Arnoldi and Rutherford 
especially being loudly applauded, and their 
songs as well as that of Mr. Bain affording un- 
limited amusement. Then at their backs sat 
the chorus, headed by that stately interlocutor, 
Mr. W. J. Nelson. The gentlemen comprising 
the chorus were Messrs. G. Cliff, A. L. James, 
A. S. Mercer, E. L. Morton, W. H. Meadows, F. 
Rolph, W. A. Jeffray, W. Batson, A. D. Smith, 
A. McLean, W. Donaldson, F. Hutchinson, J. 
McCaul, T. J. Cauldwell, T. Westman, E. S. 
Cranfield, W. C. Kirk, A. M. Lyons, H. Page, 
D. Merrick, W. E. Smith, W. C. Newton, G. 
W. Bailey, J. E. Thompson, J. Pearson, G. Gil- 
bert, C. Holcroft, F. C. Alum, W. Cowan, W. 
Summerville, R. F. Argles, A. R. Cuthbert, W. 
Fahey, W. Rowland, H. Gilby, A. F. Legge, F. 
G. Mingay, H. N. Read, C. Collett, A. Steet, W. 
J. Arnott, A. S. Savage, F. Ashdown, W. J. 
Darby, J. Good, G. H. Lundy, A, M. Burns, J. 
McBoyle, G. Taylor, H. Bromley, W. H. Lea- 
cock, C. E. Haight. 













Between the end men were seated the 
soloists, Messrs. A. M. Gorrie, A. E. Dent, E. 
J. Lye, C. Bagnley, A. L. Davies and J. A. 
Macdonald. The opening Soldiers Chorus from 
Faust was not sung as brilliantly as was the 
later work of the chorus. Presumably the 
first appearance of so many gentlemen upon 
any stage, produced a nervousness at first 
which wore off later on. In the Old Brigade 
however, the chorus sang splendidly, as 
well as in the ballads and comic songs, and 
| their training reflected great credit upon 
| the conductor, Mr, E. W. Schuch. They sang 
with crispness and precision of attack, and 
with considerable shading, giving specially fine 
renderings of two soft ballad choruses, Mr. 
Dent’s Some Day I'll Wander Back was sung 
in excellent style, and Mr, Lye’s Dar I Long 
was carefully and expressively rendered. Mr. 
Davis sang A Soldier and a Man with feeling 
and martial emphasis, and Mr. Macdonald gave 
an exceedingly pretty rendering of Who's That 
a Calling. The duet of the Old Brigade was 
very well sung by Messrs. Lye and Bagnley. 
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Any notice of the performance would be in- 
complete without mention of the excellent 
band of the regiment, which shows decided 
progress under Mr. Bayley. Its playing of the 
William Tell overture was the best work it has 
ever done, and in its two subsequent numbers 
its playing was very fine indeed. A stirring effect 
was produced by thirteen buglers appearing 
before the curtain at the commencement of the 
concert and playing the general salute. The 
variated drum march by the bugle band was so 
martial as to make almost everyone in the 
audience long to be in the fray. The musica) 
sketch of Messrs. Davies and Harper and 
the ventriloquism of Mr. H. Simpson were 
successful in the extreme, and the dancing 
of the young Cunninghams, sons of the 
popular sergeant-major was worthy of the 
professional stage. The closing Greatest Farce 
of the 19th Century, aptly deserved its title if 
the word ‘“ farce” be taken in its literal sense. 
The performance will probably be repeated in 
Montreal on Queen’s Birthday. Major Stark 
of the Victoria Rifles, who was at the concert, 
spoke in warmest terms of the performance 
and assured the boys of a thorough success 


at popular prices? 
* 


On Tuesday evening the Vocal Society gave 
for this season to a 
splendid audience. While the society may 





ings Tennyson in reference to the small be- | 
ginnings which sunder once loving hearts. It 
is the want of little courtesies and acts of | 
attention so lavishly bestowed before marriage ' 
—the gruff, snappish answer in place of the 

kindly word—which beget alienation and indif- | 
ference. Inthe rush and struggle of business 

life husbands too often forget that a woman's | 
heart craves for sympathy. The trifling atten- 
tions and the outward manifestations of inter- 
est and solicitude, which seem such smalli 
things to those engrossed in business and 
politics make a world of difference to the once 
petted and idolized bride, who finds herself 
gradually occupying a smaller share of her hus- 
band’s attention. It is, of course, easy to reply | 
that she ought to be satisfied seeing that her | 
husband is working for her, that the cares and 
worries of business leave no room for the | 
endearments of the honeymoon. But, it is 
none the less true, that the more these little | 
displays of affection and consideration for each 
other, characteristic of the courtship period or 
the early stage of matrimony, can be kept up 
until they become habitual, the more likely 
are any married couple to avoid dissensions 
and serious causes of unhappiness, It is want 
of thought rather than any real decrease of 
affection, which causes a falling off in the 
mutual courtesy and ready sympathy which 
the newly married always manifest to each 
other. And when once the changed demeanor 
of wife and husband towards each other has 
become noticeable those of sensitive tempera- 
ments are ever ready to infer a loss of affection, 
and to exaggerate the neglect or the hasty, ill- 
considered word into a proof of an alienated 
heart. 





Most natures are insolvent; cannot satisfy 
their own wants; have an ambition out of all 
proportion to their practical force, and so do 
lean and beg day and night continuully. 

Thoughts are the first-born, the blossoms of 
the soul, the beginning of our strength, whether 
for good or evil, and they are the greatest 
evidence for or against a person that can be, 


| cellence of 


| wanting, and a second performance of this 


| make it more familiar to the chorus, and with | 
|a better double quartette, will render it the 


| except that the tenors— who are so frequently 


| suffering singers—were foggy in tone, and in 


be said not to have fallen off in the ex- 
its singing, it cannot be said 
to have advanced since its last concert. 
In fact its best work on Tuesday evening 
was done in three pieces it had sung at pre- 
vious concerts: The Cruiskeen Lawn, O Glad- 
some Light, and When Hands Meet. The first 
was rendered with more spirit and life than 
anything yet done by the society ; the second 
was simply exquisitely sung, and the last 
was tenderly and poetically rendered. Of the 
other pieces Hatton's Sailors’ Song received 
the best interpretation, after which came 
Macfarren's Sands of Dee, and Mendelssohn's 
In Sheltered Vale. The ladies’ glee, Sigh no 
More Ladies, was prettily sung, but lacked 
certainty of attack. The beautiful Mendelssohn 
Motett, Why Rage Fiercely the Heathen, re- 
ceived an excellent rendition, when its difticul- 
ties are taken into consideration. The effects 
of full tone and breadth of delivery were not 


number—which I hope will take place—will 


strongest piece in the Society’s repetoire. 
7 
Generally speaking the singing of the society 
as to volume and quality of tone was good, | 


abused that one is loth to disparage such long- 


one or two numbers pulled down the pitch. 
In finish and neatness of execution the 
society showed most creditab'y, as it did in 
the attacks, and as it did with special strength 
in the light and shade of tonal force, all of 
which is to Mr. Haslam’s credit, much more so 
than the ordinary concert-goer could ever 
imagine. I must, however, criticize the uni- 
formity of tempo with which he conducts his 
choruses, only making a slight change 
of tempo here and there, with hardly 
ever an acceleration or retardation elegances, 
which are as welcome as they are artistic, 
There is good authority for the clinging to 
absolutely strict tempi, no doubt, but the 
other course would be decidedly more general. 
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Mr. Field's piano solos were musicianly and 
artistic in their rendition. The phrasing was 
elegant, touch dainty yet firm, and general con- 
ception correct and-warm in feeling. Miss Laura 
Webster made a pleasant impression with her 
violoncello solos, which she played neatly and 
efficiently, but without any special excellence, 
beyond those of pretty phrasing and correct 
intonation. Mlle. Wilson-Osman’s singing 
might well be called ‘miniature, so small is her 
voice. It gave me the idea of looking through 
the wrong end of a telescope. Still she sings 
prettily and correctly, shows good training and 
is a handsome, stately lady, in fact has nearly 
every requisite except volume of tone. 
* 








The Philharmonic Society is out with its 
announcement of a Gilmore Jubilee, in which 
the celebrated Gilmore’s band will take part, 
assisted by the chorus of the society under Mr. 
F, H. Torrington. The array of soloists who 
are to take part is particularly strong, 


embracing Signor Italo Campanini, the 
great tenor; Signor Eugene de Danck- 
wardt, the celebrated Swedish tenor ; 


Signorina Clementina de Vere, soprano; Mme. 
Blanche Stone-Barton, soprano; Miss Helen 
Dudley Campbell, contralto; Sig. Del Puente, 
the populfr baritone ; Mr>Myron W. Whitney, 
the great basso; and Sig. Ferrari, pianist. 
There will be two matinees and two evening 
concerts on Thursday and Friday, June 13 and 
14. The popular national airs and artillery 
accompaniment will not be forgotten. 
« 


The Harmony Club will produce the Pirates 
of Penzance at the Grand Opera House on 
Friday and Saturday evenings, May 17 and 18, 
with a Saturday matinee. The dramatis per- 
sone, which may be seen in their advertise- 
ment on another page, embraces much of To- 
ronto’s best amateur talent and gives promise 
ot an excellent performance. 

* 


On Monday evening the Italian Society Cris- 
toforo Colombo will give a concert in aid of its 
benevolent fund. Sig. D’Auria has arranged a 
fine programme, including Mrs. Clara E, Shil- 
ton, Miss Evelyn Severo, Miss H. A. Mills, Mr. 
E. W. Schuch and Mr. Grant Stewart. 


Mr. Edwin R. Parkhurst, the genial 
musical and dramatic critic of the Mail, sails 
for England in the Trave, at the end of this 
month, for a period of well-earned recreation. 

METRONOME. 








The Drama. 


Annie Pixley appeared at the Grand Opera 
House last week in the Deacon’s Daughter on 
Friday evening, and in her new play, 22, 
Second Floor, on Saturday. Twenty-two, 
Second Floor is a play constructed on lines 
similar to Shakespeare’s Comedy of Errors. 
The comical situations are created by the close 
resemblance of twin sisters, who are both re- 
presented by Miss Pixley. One sister is mar- 
ried to Mr. John ‘Ellis, while the other is a 
giddy song and dance artist from the London 
Frivolity. It comes to pass that they both live 
for a time at the same hotel. This leads to 
many complications which, though slightly 
improbable, are very comical, and being very 
well acted cause laughter galore. 

* 





It is a pleasant play and one very well suited 
to Annie Pixley’s particular style. Miss Pixley 
is light and bright—sings charmingly and 
dances daintily as of yore. But that terror of 
youth and beauty—flesh—is encroaching on 
her former airy grace and destroying the har- 
mony of form and motion so essential to a suc- 
cessful soubrette, ‘‘ Nothing suits her like 
M’liss,” said a veteran playgoer on Saturday 
night, showing thereby that Miss Pixley must 
now do as many others have done, compete 
with her own reputation. 

a 


Many who went to see Harbor Lights at the 
Grand Opera House last Tuesday night were 
pleasantly surprised to find it a much better 
show than they had expected. Although much 
stress was laid on the scenic part of this show 
in advertisements, the play is not lost sight of, 
as it too often is in many exhibitions of this 
kind. It is fairly well constructed, and in 
many parts cleverly written. Lieut. Kingsley, 
R,. N., comes home from sea to his old sweet- 
heart, Dora Vane, offers her his hand and is ac- 
cepted. But Miss Vane has some money and is 
sought after by Frank Moreland, squire of Red- 
cliffe, who has seriously involved his estate by 
gambling, into which he was led by his cousin, 
Nicholas Moreland, who had formerly been 
dismissed from Lieut. Kingsley’s ship in dis- 
grace. Thisdismissa] has engendered a hatred | 
between him and the lieutenaut. The action 
of the play hinges on this fact and consists 
chiefly in the efforts of these men to obtain 
possession of Dora Vane and disgrace Lieut. 
Kingsley. Their attempts are unsuccessful, 
however, and everything ends happily for the 
gallant lieutenant and his bride. 

* 

Gustavus Levick plays the part of Lieut. 
Kingsley with much spirit. Mr. Luke Martin 
as Tom Dossiter, Quartermaster R. N., made a 
decided hit. The squabbles between him and 
his prospective mother-in-law, Mrs. Chudleigh, 
were very amusing. The four ladies in the 
company take their respective parts well, and, 
with a few exceptions, the twenty-five people 


| in the cast do good work. 
+ 


The announcement elsewhere made that the 
funniest of ,American comedians, Sol Smith 
Russell, is to return to this city next week 
brings to mind some reminiscences of the old 
Royal Lyceum Theater of this city and of the 
celebrated Berger family of Swiss bell-ringers. 
This famous family of musicians began their 
career in this city when Macfarlane was man- 
ager of the Royal. The father was a famous 
organ builder and died in this city. Frederick, 
Louise, Anna and Henry aged, respectively, 12, 
11, 8 and 7 years comprised the orchestra at the 
Royal, Fred and Anna playing violins, Louise 
the melodeon and Henry a picolo. The mother 
of the children was at home nights with the 
invalid father and two younger children, Hen- 
rietta and Bernard, and every night the faith. 
ful German fante, (aunty), escorted the young 
orchestra to the theater, going herself into the 


gallery, where, not having then learned Eng- 
lish, she would sit and say over and over in 
German the ave mariasand pater nosters of her 





NIGHT, 










rosary. When the father died Fred organized 
the Berger Family of Swiss Bellringers, to 
whom came Sol Smith Russell, then a youth 
as the rest were. The organizaticn became 
famous all over the American continent, 
Louise Berger, the harp player, became Mrs, 
Sol Smith Russell, and soon after died. Anna 
became Mrs, Leigh Lynch, and is acknowledged 
to be the greatest female cornet virtuoso in the 
world. She is now in London, Eng., having 
accompanied her husband around the globe, he 
being the manager of the Spalding ball players 
who have been playing ball at the. pyramids and 
before the Prince of Wales. Etta, the youngest 
girl, is the wife of Lloyd Brezee, the Michigan 
journalist, who now resides at Grand Rapids. 
She is a splendid vocalist and sang at the 
Exposition in musical Cincinnati last summer 
with great success, Bernie the youngest boy 
isdead, Henry, once manager of the ill-fated 
American Opera Company, is the proprietor of 
the Richmond and Norfolk Theaters. Fred. 
G. Berger and Sol Smith Russell have been 
together almost continuously since they joined 
hands twenty years ago. Mr. Berger owns a 
splendid theacer at.Grand Rapids, Mich., and 
Sol Smith Russell, who married a daughter of 
Oliver Optic (Wm. T. Adams), the charming 
story teller, is supposed to be worth something 
like half a millon upin his beautiful home at 
Minneapolis. 4 


This German Berger Family is a curious in- 
stance of the manner in which nationalities 
get mixed up. When in 1814 Napoleon Bona. 
parte marched to Moscow, there was with him 
the Baron de Berger de la Riviere. In the aw- 
ful retreat from Moscow, memorable for its 
misery, the Baron fell in with the Bavarian 
allies, and at the foot of the Bavarian forest 
hills, in the little town of Bamberg, a short 
distance from the River Main, from where 
Nuremberg the ancient stands, this French 
baron dropped out of the Imperial army and 
made his home among the Germans. When 
that people became the foes of the French, he 
had learned to prefer the rich Bavarian beer to 
the wines of his native Rhone, and of course 
his estates were attainted. He married a 
pretty fraulein, however, and the first son of 
that alliance was the organ bulder of Toronto. 
Thus the French family, De Berger (pronounced 
Berzhay) de la Riviere (Shepherd of the River) 


becomes plain Berger. 
. 


Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday evenings 
and at the Wednesday matinee the inimitable 
Toronto favorite Sol Smith Russell will be seen 
at the Grand. As these will undoubtedly be 
the last performances of the season the quaint 
comedian will, of course, appear before large 
and brilliant audiences in his new comedy A 
Poor Relation. Mr. Russell’s admirers may 
prepare themselves for a surprise as he has 
made the hit of his life as Noah Vale, the poor 
relation. The story of the play is a charming 
one. Noah Vale, the inventor, has a rich rela- 
tive in the factory line of life and to him he 
goes to sell his invention. He is hungry, and 
the rich factory man’s daughter goes off to get 
him something to eat. He faints, and the rich 
man’s partner robs him of the plans of the new 
invention. This is seen by the daughter's step- 
mother, who hates the girl, and when Noah 
recovers and finds his plans lost, the step- 
mother accuses the girl of stealing them, and, 
to save her, Noah says that he never had any 
plans, and quietly goes off to his garret to 
starve. The wicked partner wants to marry 
the good girl, but is confronted at the eleventh 
hour with a wife and two chiildren—the very 
children that Noah Vale had been caring for. 
Wicked partner skips to Canada with boodle, 
but, by some mistake, Noah changes valises 
with him, and saves the boodle for the firm, 
while the wicked one begins life in Montreal 
with a frayed yellow valise, one pair of socks, 
one collar, one pair of cuffs and a polka dot shirt 
not quiet so good as new. Vale gets his inven- 
tion back and marries pretty Dolly, the rich 
man’s daughter. The simp'est, best and tend- 
erest scene in the play is between Noah and 
the two waifs and a neighborly servant girl in 
the garret of Noah. Rip, ‘he boy, has been 
sick with the measles, and reposes in a half 
barrel which does duty for a cradle, and is 
wrapped in Noah’s overcoat. Patch has been 
out hunting fuel, for the weather is very cold, 
only to find when she comes back that there is 
no stove in which to make a ‘ire, The janitor 
comes in for his rent, and, finding Patch asleep, 
puts a nickel in her hand and steals out. Poor 
Vale creeps home, having toi.ed up and down 
stairs all day trying to sell The Rise and Fall 
of Rome in eight volumes on subscription. 
Patch’s nickel is discovered, devoted to the 
purchase of bread, and then the children clamor 
for amusement, and Vale sits down to tell them 
fairy stories about pie and cake, and beefsteak 
and pudding—pudding with two kinds of 


sauce, 
* 


Jos. J. Dowling and Sadie Hasson bave been 
working Nobody's Claim at the Toronto Opera 
House this week and judging from the audi- 
ence I saw there the other evening, I do not 
think it ‘“‘ panned out” very well. It is not to 
be marvelled that nobody claims it for it appears 
to be an incoherent mass of the poorest kind of 
rubbish without a vein or a grain of anything 
more valuable in its composition. The villain 
is the traditional Mexican with a sombrero 
covering his flowing locks, short gold-braided 
velvet jacket, plenty of sash and trousers and 
wearing the desperate look of a strong man 
suffering from indigestion. The hero is a bold, 
dashing, handsome scion of the noble house 
of Devereaux, whose eagle eye sees every- 
thing and who adds spice to the perfor- 
mance by jerking out a gun occasionally, 
and pointing it at the villain, all the while 
looking up into the flies with a Mephistophe. 
lian smile on his poetic countenance and mur- 
muring, ‘‘Naow-yew-don’t!" The glory of 
this part fails to Mr. Joseph J. Dowling. 


Madge, reprosemses by Miss Sadie Hasson, is a 
maiden of the rough diamond variety, who 
wears holes in her stockings, unlaced and 
dilapidated shoes and a slouch hat. She says 
“mph” when she does net hear, chews gum 
and ‘‘don’t care shucks” for sisterly kisses, 
When the tragedy of the play thickens too 
much for even the gory gods she dilutes it with 
asong. These two, with an American Irish- 
man and a nigger, are the principal characters. 
* 


I think Mr. Dowling and Miss Hasson might 
get a better play in which to show their ability, 

ut the rest of the company are in their proper 
sphere, 
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Womanhood. 





From childhood into girlhood, 
But still the skies are fair ; 

Then girlhood grows to womanhood 
And carelessness to care ; 

And spots are on the summer sun 
And shadows everywhere. 


Tne laugh is just as ready, 
The smile is just as sweet, 

Ths cadence of the ripened voice 
Is harmony complete ; 

But in the steady, serious eyes 
Both joy and sorrow meet. 


The glitter of the sunlight 
Upon the dancing waves, 

The wild rush of the waters 
Within their ocean caves ; 

These do the little children see, 
But not the hidden graves! 


The sunshine has its shadow ; 
The waters have their moan, 
And all things in creation 
Are fashioned to a groan ; 
The children hear the melody, 
But not the undertone ! 


And this is God's provision-- 
How wise we surely know ! 

For little brains and bodies 
Must wiser, stronger grow 

Ere they can bear the common lot: 
Man’s heritage of woe. 


From girlhood into womanhoo4, 
From dreamland into life ; 

From visions to realities, 
From idleness to strife ; 

From planning, to a woman's lot 
As motter, maid or wife. 


The years have taught their less n, 
Nor taught it all in vain ; 

The minor key of sorrow 
Is heard in every strain ; 

And many a careless laugh is read* 
As hiding bitter pain. 


But e’en as pain is keener 
And shade is darklier cast, 
So is the sun more welcome 
When once the storm is past, 


And every joy is dearer held V 


Because it may not last. 


For those same years that quickened 
The shrinking nerves of pain 

Made joy a deeper passion, 
And needs it to explain ? 

For is it not one heart that bears, 
Or w Icomes loss or gain ? 


The children’s hearts are happy 
Because devoid of care ; 

A woman’s heart sings o’er the joy 
With reverence quarded there ; 

And negative with positive 
Can surely not compare ! 


The children’s joys are prattled 
To all, both young and old, 
With joyous interjections, and 

Dilations manifold ; 
A woman’s joy is far too dear, 
Too sacred to be told ! 


Aye, childhood has its pleasures, 
Pure, shadowle:s a: d free ; 

Girlhood its possibilities 
Of all that is to be ; 

But womanhood must pluck the fruit 
For ripe maturity ! 


Then leave to youth its freedom — 
For surely that is blest ! 

Leave maidenhood its visions, 
Its plannings unco :fest ; 

But woman’s is the noblest lot, 


And woman's life is best ! 
ESPERANCE. 


Where None Had Been. 








For Saturday Night, 


Long leagues into the wilderness 

Of rugged grandeur and soundless space, 

Save where Superior’s billows fell 

With a booming crash on the dripping face 

Of rock-shelf, boulder, and eodden sand 

On the wondrous coast of that lone North land. 


Man’s restless feet ne’er wandered there, 
Naught but the bear, and lynx, and deer 
Crushed the mosses, or stooped to drink 

At the storm-filled rock-pools cold and clear— 
It was one of Nature’s neglected shrines 

Lost ‘mid the gloomy wall of pines. 


Leagues stretched behind in a long array ; 
League after league unknown before, 

No hardy settler had ventured there 

To hew his home on that lonely shore ; 
And majesty in its grandest mood 
O’ermantled the awful solitude. 


’Twas but a frantic freak perhaps, 

But I thought just to turn a verse or so, 
Fathered where man had never been, 
Written where man might never go; 

If e’en but a trifle 'twould be a child 

To claim for its home that unknown wild. 


Thoughts came swift on the passing breeze, 
The cob of waves and the sigh of pine ; 
Smootbly the stanzas ran, and grew 

Till they wanted only the crowning line 

To show the flash of the w ters cold, 

And gleam with the sur set’s brightest gold. 


I could not find it ! Nymph of spring, 
Sprite of mountain and elf of dell, 
Help the first pilgrim to your shrine, 
Round me my measure true and well, 
That the first foot to pass this way, 
May leave a print for a later day ! 


Prayer more earnest was never breathed, 

And when was an earnest prayer in vain? 

Lo! on a birch’s snowy bark 

Bold and clear in its darkened stain, 

By my life the spirits had sent the line ! 

GUS L. PERKINS—MARY BETTS, AUGUST 13,’s9. 
Ep. W. Sanpys. 


The Ideal and the Real. 


“ Only a lock of golden hair,” 
The lover si,hed. ‘' Perchance to-night 
It formeth on her pillow rare, 
A halo bright.” 


** Only a lock of golden hair,” 
The maidea, smiling sweetly, said, 
As she laid it over the back of a chair, 
And went to bed. 
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Noted People. 


Princes Sophia of Prussia is to marry the 
Crown Prince of Greece in the autumn. 


Jean Ingelow writes in her conservatory, 
with flowers to the right and flowers to the left. 


Tne Emperor of Austria has paid the late 
Crown Prince’s debts, which amounted to 
£480,000. 

It is interesting to learn that Mrs. Cleveland 
and Amelie Rives both conclude their private 
correspondence with the brief *‘ Cordiatly.” 


‘Ex-President Cleveland walks down to his 
office in New York every morning and is sel- 
dom recognised on the streets. Sic transit 
gloria mundi. 

Mark Twain is preparing to publish a new 
book. The title, A Yankee at the Court of 
King Arthur, indicates something of the quaint 
and fantastic fun it promises, 


The Queen of Roumania, Carmen Sylva, has 
accepted the presidency of the new women’s 
library shortly to be opened in Paris. This 
collection is to be composed exclusively of 
works by female authors. 


Mr. Gladstone takes refuge in shops when he 
is caught by the admiring crowd. Mr. Irving 
is wiser. He never walks, he rides. Miss 
Ellen Terry may sometimes be seen tripping 
daintily along the Strand towards the stage 
door of the Lyceum. 


Miss Pauncefote, the daughter of Lord 
Sackville’s successor as British Minister to the 
United States, is a beautiful young woman of 
twenty-five. She is said to possess more Eng- 
lish reserve than Lord Sackville’s daughters, 
but is a good talker, a graceful dancer, and 
popular wherever she goes, 


Amelia B. Edwards, LL.D.,who is now called 
on to live up to the reputation of being the 
most learned woman in the world, is the first 
woman ever invited to lecture before the Pea- 
body Institute in Baltimore. She is to give six 
lectures on Egyptian exploration and Greco- 
Egyptian art there next December. 


The last time Sir John Miilais had what is 
known as a “‘show Sundav,” writes the London 
correspondent of the Manchester Guardian, 
some 3,000 persons swarmed into his house, 
and it is said he lost £30 worth of plate. So he 
has given up show Sundays, and admits his 
friends only to his studio by invitation and on 
weekdays. 

What a brick King Christian of Denmark is! 
As soon as he heard that the Danmark’s 
passengers were saved, without waiting to put 
on his crown he drove to the house of the lost 
stea‘ner’s surgeon to tell the distracted wife 
that her husband was safe. And to show still 
further what a fine fellow he is, the king will 
decorate the hero who rescued the 700 people. 





Mrs. Logan, the widow of General John A. 
Logan, purposes establishing a home in Chicago 
where young giris may be sent after they have 
finished school to serve a term under a skilled 
housewife, and be taught all the accomplish- 
ments which the manager of a household should 
possess. This is a German custom and Mrs. 
Logan is now making a thorough study of it in 
that country. 


Millionaire Mackay firmly believes that 
money makes the man, and when asked once 
a‘ Nice by an Austrian, whom he thought to 
be the greatest American that ever had lived, 
replied unhesitatingly, and with the greatest 
naivete: ‘‘If you mean for brains, I should 
say Jay Gould ; but if you mean money, I sup- 
pose Vanderbilt!” Washington, Webster, 
Emerson, Longfellow, and Lowell were not in 
the running at all! 


it is said that the three rings which Queen 
Victoria prizes the most highly are; First of 
all, her wedding ring, which she has never 
taken off; then a small enamel ring, with a 
tiny diamond in the center, which the prince 
consort gave her at the age of 16; and an em- 
erald serpent, which he gave her as an engage- 
ment ring. For many years after the prince 
consort’s death her majesty slept with these 
rings on her fingers, only taking them off to 
wash her hands, as the water would, of course, 
spoil the enamel. 


Mr. Walter Besant gives the following good 
rules for young writers to practice : ‘‘ Practice 
writing something original every day. Culti- 
vate the habit of observation. Work regularly 
at certain hours. Read no rubbish. Aim at 
the formation of style. Endeavor to be dra- 
matic. A great element of dramatic skill is 
selection. Avoid the sin of writing about a 
character taken from life. Never attempt to 
describe any kind of life except that with which 
you are familiar. Learn as much as you can 
about men and women. 


A fortnightly periodical bearing the title La 
Jeune Fille was started in November last, and 
bids fair to become widely popular. It is 
edited by the Queen of the Belgians, and its 
object is to instruct young ladies in literature, 
art, and domestic duties, Tne Queen is chiefly 
assisted by her daughter, Princess Clementine, 
who signs herself Marta d’Orey. Her Royal 
Highness brings to her task all the energy of a 
professional journalist. She writes herself the 
articles on art and literature. The dramatic 
criticisms are written by Queen Marie Hen- 
riette, who displays uncommon ability in the 
treatment of theatrical subjects. Each num- 
ber contains moreover a piece of poetry signed 
Carmen Sylva, the nom de plume of the Queen 
of Roumania. The Archduchesses Stephanie 
and Valerie of Austria are also regular con- 
tributors to the new magazine. 


Many anecdotes are told of the memory of M. 
Chevreul, the great French chemist, who died 
a few weeks ago at the age of 103. Last sum- 
mer, when his age had passed the century by 
at least two years, he was walking in the Bo- 
tanical Gardens, of which he was a director, 
when he stopped to inspect a tree growing on 
the edge of the lawn. An attendant, recog- 
nizing him, hurried up with achair. ‘* Take it 
away,” he exclaimed in simulated annoyance, 
“‘you must think I’m an old man.” Recently 
his son died, Great care was exercised in 
breaking the news, but it came for all that 
like a great shock. ‘ Alas!” sighed the father, 
with perfect truth and sincerity, but with a 
humor which would have been irresistibly 
comic, but for its pathos, “‘{ knew I should 
never bring up that youngster.” The young- 
ster, by the way, was justeighty:two! - ; 





A Summer’s F.itting. 





There is a season of sorrow in store for the 
Pater, and right well that sorely abused indi- 
vidual knows it. The winter campaign is over, 
and though he squirmed a bit and grunted, 
maybe, over the bills for panoply of war for 
Mater and the girls, those necessary expenses 
were mere trifles to what is coming. The 
Kirmess was no joke either, but then it was 
in the blessed cause of charity, and ‘‘ his lot” 
did look well he was bound to confess, so it 
didn’t matter much ; but this summer business 
is quite another thing—it fairly haunts the 
Pater day and night, and when the choir 
sounded that magnificent The Sea is His and 
He made It last Sunday, Pater fairly started, and 
furtively wished that it had been made cheaper. 
Mountains do come a little high, but we must 
have ’em, and if the sea is a little bit rough on 
‘Dad, think of the swells (Dad thinks of the 
breakers) to be seen and met and the time we 
will have to be sure. The Pater’s anguish will 
surely end just this way, as it has done for 
three seasons past. Precisely at the proper mo- 
ment the Mater—oh! those wonderful Maters, 
we wouldn't be here at all but for them—will 
step into the breach in the cause of her girls, and 
when she’s through talking Pater will not only 
be willing to take the whole outfit seawards, 
but he’ll be just as keen as any of them, and, 
what's more, believe that he first thought of it 
and planned the whole thing. That’s a way 
they have about ’em, these Maters— 

“* What is home without a mother, 
Sheol, till you get another,” 
and so on in poetry but not in practice. How- 
ever, that’s not the question, and we will leave 
it for a more important topic. 

‘* Where are you going this season, anyway? 
Same old route—why don’t you try something 
new?” 

I know a little town, that sleeps like a tired 
child, halfway up a grand easy-rolling hill; an 
embodiment of rest, a perfect reverie of a 
place, with all the advantages of the fashion- 
able beach resorts, many delightful features 
unknown to the others, and none of their 
drawbacks, It is, moreover, easily reached and 
within easy distance of, and with direct com- 
munication for, all the fashionable resorts of 
the Maine seaboard, Mount Desert, Bar Harbor, 
Old Orchard, Portland, etc, and, mind you, its 
fame is spreading rapidly and this season will 
see a goodly gathering of fashionables there, 
for it is the most desirable spot on the eastern 
coast. The place in question is St. Andrews, 
New Brunswick, and why it will presently be 
a very popular resort will be shown by a brief 
giance at its history and attractions. Away 
back in 1832 St. Andrews, then a mere hamlet, 
made great preparations to welcome the com- 
pletion of the St. Lawrence and Quebec Air 
Line Railway. She was to be the terminal 
point, her fine harbor was to be utilized as it 
deserved to be, and St. Andrews was going to 
cut a wide swath generally. But the railroad 
that she longed for never came ; she was rapidly 
outgrown by St. John, and finally the little 
burgh turned overand went to sleep—toslumber 
on until pleasure-seekers discovered the attrac- 
tions of the spot and lo! the town suddenly 
awoke. A few years ago it seemed as if its 
sleepy was the’Steep of death—the drowsy mur- 
mur of its harbor waves seemed like a concen- 
tration of all the snores that ever shocked the 
stillness of a Pullman, but St. Andrews is 
very wide awake now in a sense, though 
she has not lost and never will lose 
that peculiar appearance of restfulness which 
constitutes her greatest charm. The town at 
present boasts some two thousand inhabitants, 
and is most delightfully located, being situated 
on a peninsula at the mouth of the beautiful 
St. Croix river. This peninsula extends for 
five miles into Passamaquoddy Bay, which is 
seventeen miles long, by about six wide, and 
an idea of its beauty may be gleaned from the 
fact that it is generally compared to the Bay of 
Naples. The peninsula rises by a gradual slope 
and two thousand feet from high water mark, 
at the town the elevation is one hundred and 
fifty feet, behind the town the hills continue 
for two miles, rising to the height of two hun- 
dred and fifty feet, and forming an amphi- 
theater of rare beauty. From the heights an 
exceedingly attractive view is offered of the 
St. Croix, the island studded bay, the moun- 
tainous islands guarding the entrance, the 
coast of Maine, the Bay of Fundy, and beyond, 
all the broad Atlantic. It is indeed a pleasing 
picture, and in addition it may be mentioned 
that excellent roads offer every facility for 
driving; the bay affords delightful sailing 
and boating ; good salt and fresh water fishing 
can be had within half an hour's sail or drive, 
and these are quite enough to explain why the 
place is so well worthy a visit. 

But there is another reason, and perhaps one 
of the strangest, St. Andrews in entirely free 
from malaria and mosquitoes. From the far- 
reaching forests close at hand comes a breath 
of wondrous healing and many a hay-fever 
stricken patient has left the place amazingly 
benefitted. This balsam laden breeze alternat- 
ing with the living breath of the sea, can work 
marvels in a brief time, it is as near a cure- 
all as can be found, and is, perhaps, the 
real secret of the fame of st. Andrews. 
There are quite a number of handsome summer 
residences there, and on the hills are sites for 
cottages that cannot be surpassed—one of 
them has been secured by Sir Donald A. Smith 
—and it is quite reasonable to suppose that in 
brief time all the highlands will be dotted 
with buildings. I like che place amazingly, 
and so does everyone who has visited it. In 
itself it is old and dreamy and quaintly pictu- 
resque with its now well-nigh useless ware- 
houses and crazy docks, apparently destined to 
rot and fall in sheer idleness. There is no air 
of commercial bustle, no rapid life, except the 
white-winged gull wheeling above the lovely 
bay—in fact the picture might well have come 
from a master-band and bear the legend 
**Peace"—for it presents the embodiment of 
rest. The cold gray fogs of Fundy that drive 
like sheeted ghosts up that magnificent harbor 
never penetrate to Passamaquoddy, for they 
and the heavy surges drift and thunder in vain 
against the chain of mountanous islands that 
guard the approaches from seaward to the quiet 
haven, On the Maine side are Calais and the 
resort of Eastport,and a short distance out to sea 
are Campobello and Grand Manan, both powerful 
magnets in attracting summer travel. There 
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is also ample accommodation for visitors ; the 
great new Aigonquin hotel is a model of its 
kind, and there are several others and many 
boarding houses. 
men, skiffs and vehicles, can be hiret on the 
spot, and a cruise around the bay, or a dipin 


its quiet waters, varied by fishing trips or | 


by steamers plying along the 
varied amuse- 


excursions 
coast, furnish ample and 
ment. St. Andrews 
rail from Montreal, 
St. John, N. B., and also by steamer from the 
principal coast ports, and for a surety there 
will be an extensive pilgrimage thither this 
season. Bar accidents, a gap in the line will 
be tilled with something of my exact dimen- 
sions, for the Schoodic lakes, and some other 


rare good trout waters are within comfortable | 


distance, from which I propose yanking fish a 
few days, if all goeth well, and will make St. 
Andrews my hbeadquarters—e’en though it is 
a water-ing place. Ep. W. SAnpDys. 








The Fatal Tree.. 





Poetic legends say the aspen was the tree on which Jesus | 


of Nazareth was crucified, and that it has ever since shud- 
dered with the inherited memory of the anguish it upbore. 
The legend says of the crucifiers : 
‘* They plunged into the forest lone, 
Which felt the coming agony, 
And through the depths sent up the groan, 
‘ Oh, which shall be the accursed tree?’ 


‘* The great oak quivered to its heart, 
And shot its sap-root deeper down, 
And quailed as though the lightning’s dart 


Had rent in twain its kingly crown. | 


‘* The sweet mimosa closed each leaf 
At the approach of those dark bands, 
Shrivking, with tender pain and grief, 
From touch of those stern, murderous hands. 
** And low the willow’s limbs were trailed, 
Down p*one in abject misery, 
As through each vibrant leaf it wailed, 
‘ Oh, choose not me—oh, choose not me!’ 


‘‘ Then first the strong pine breathed its moan, 
Which its descendants still prolong— 
A weird, remitless monotone, 
Like to sad Rachel's wailing song. 
* Still through the trembling wood they trod, 
And paused beside the aspen-tree, 
It pleaded: ‘Must I bear my God— 
Oh, must I feel His agony ”’’ 


‘Then quivered every leaf with shane— 
An agonizing, ceaseless thrill— 
Ages have fled, yet ‘tis the same— 
The awe-struck leaves are trembling still.” 


An Evening at St. Joseph's. 


On Friday, May 3, at 5.30 p.m., the spacious 
and beautiful Distribution Hall of St. Joseph's | 
Academy presented a charming aspect as the 
young lady pupils appeared on the stage to 
extend a most cordial welcome to their guests, 
the Right Rev. Dr. Walsh, Bishop of London, | 
and the Right Rev. Dr. Cleary, Bishop of 
Kingston. Besides these distinguished pre- | 
lates, there were present as invited guests, | 
Rev. Fathers Rooney and Laurent, adminis- 
trators of the diocese; Rev. Father Henning, 
superior of the Redemptorists; Rev. Father | 
Cushing, superior of St. Michael’s College; | 
Rev. Father Flannery, as well as representa. | 
tives of the clergy of the dioceses of Kingston, 
London, Ottawa and Toronto. | 

The programme prepared for the occasion 
was well arranged, brilliant and interesting. 
The opening chorus, entitled Welcome to St. 
Joseph’s, was exceptionally well rendered, the 
pure and well trained voices blending harmoni 
ously and bringing out all the shades of feeling. 
An instrumental duett followed on harp and 
pianos, the execution of which was almost fault- 
less. The great musical event of the evening 
was the Fantasie de Concert, arranged for t’vo 
pianos ; and the auditory listened entranced to 
the wonderful harmonies as they were brought 
out by the pianistes. The little ones, too, con- 
tributed their part in making the evening an 
enjoyable one. They delighted all by the man- 








ner in which they went through the exercises | 


of a wand drill. Everybody will know how to 
appreciate the patient toil which must have 
been required to bring young and thoughtless 
children to this standard of perfection. They 
also sang a Welcome to Spring-time, in which 
they extolled particularly the beauty of the 
daisy. A better selection could not have been 
made, as each of them in her pretty white and 
pink costume seemed a personification of the 


wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower, which has | 


a!ways been regarded as the symbol of childish 
innocence, 
Zita, which elicited well deserved applause, 
and was followed by a vocal trio, with harp 
accompaniment—-one of those sad, yet sweet, 


Sail-boats with competent | 


is reached direct by | 
Boston, Portland and | 


A young lady gave a recitation, St. | 





old Irish melodies which awaken a sympa- 
thetic chord in every heart. After this, one 
of the young ladies stepped forward to 
read the pupils’ address, in which they 
gave expression tu the many good wishes 
they had formed for the future happiness of 
their reverend guests, After the reading of the 
address, two pretty and attractive children 
presented their lordships with bouquets of the 
choicest flowers, and the entertainment closed 
with a grand chorus of one hundred and fifty 
voices, 

His Lordship, Bishop Walsh of London, on 
behalf of all present, returned sincere thanks 


| to the ladies in charge for their thoughtful 


kindness in preparing such an intellectual feast 
for their guests. 
At the venerable bishop’s request, Right Rev. 


Dr. Cleary addressed the pupils. As yet, his 
iordship said, they had seen naught 
| of the world, but in after years, when 


| they had taken their rank in its ‘‘ broad field 
| of battle,” it would be one of their sweetest 





cousolations to snatch a few moments from 
the harassing cares of life to reflect with 
pleasure on their happy, joyous school days. 
Their vocal and instrumental music the right 


| rev. father pronounced beautiful, but what 


pleased him most, he said, was the regular 
discipline, the modest bearing and the graceful 
demeanor displayed throughout. His lordship 
concluded his discourse by soliciting the 
Mother Superior to grant the pupils an ‘“im- 
mense holiday,” which request being granted 
the reverend guests withdrew. 

Eee 
A Doubting Thomas 


We had been in New Bedford ten or twelve 
days, and had selected our particular sea cap- 





| tain and listened to half a dozen of his yarns 


without betraying the slightest evidence of 
doubt of any statement, when a stranger from 
the far West arrived and rather forced his 
presence upon our coterie. We were on the 
back veranda of the hotel, five or six of us and 
the old whaler, and the latter had just started 
in on a story, when the Westerner came out of 


| the smoking room and drew up a chair. 


‘** Now, go ahead, captain,” he brusquely ob- 
served, as he lighted a fresh cigar. 

‘** Well, gen‘s,” began the captain, after an 
uneasy look around. ‘‘I was going to tell you 
about a whale as——” 

‘** What species of whale?” interrupted the 
stranger. ‘There are several species, you 
know, and you had better designate.” 

‘* A right whale, sir.” 

‘*Oh! That’s all right ; go ahead.” 

““We were lying to and drifting while trying 
out 2 fish captured the day before, and the 


| wind was from——” 





‘Was this on Lake Evie or the Atlantic 


| Ocean?” put in the stranger. 


‘*On the Atlantic, of course.” 

“Then I am with you. I didn't know but 
you were whaling on the lakes. Better locate 
the spot a little closer, however.” 

“ic was off the coast of Brazil,” replied the 
captain in an indignant voice. 


“That will do, but it is a long coast. Go 
ahead, and never mind which way the wind 
blew.” 

“We were drifting, as I said,” continued the 
captain, as he swallowed a lump in his throat, 
‘*when the man at the masthead called——” 

‘* Excuse me, captain,” interrupted the stran- 
ger, *‘ but if all hands were trying out why did 
you have a lookout at the masthead ?” 

“Let him go on!” called two or three voices. 

‘*Oh, certainly, but he must be sure of his 
facts. Go on, captain, you had a man at the 
masthead, where he didn’t belong at the time. 
but perhaps you managed things that way. He 
suddenly sighted a whale, didn’t he?” : 

The captain would have retired, but we looked 
at him so appealingly that he decided to make 
one more effort. 

‘**The lookout hailed the deck and said that 
a large whale was bearing down on our star- 
board broadside,” he said, after two or three 
swallows. ‘I at once leaped——” 

‘* Say, captain,” softly inquired the stranger, 
** was the lookout a man of veracity?” 

**Of course he was!” 

‘All right, then ; but I have known lookouts 
who would lie like a trotting horse about 
whales. Goon. You were going to say that 
you leaped overboard. What happened then ?” 

‘*Gentlemen, I can’t stand this,” protested 
the captain, as he rose up. 

‘** What’s the matter?” asked the stranger. 

** You seem to doubt my word, sir.” 

“Lands alive! but how did you get that 
idea! On the contrary, I have the most entire 
faith in what you say. But the way, captain, 
what year, month, and day of the week was 
this? What was the name of yourship? Are 
any of the crew willing to go before a magis- 
_ and make affidavit? I should also 
ike—— 

But the captain had turned his back and 
walked away, and our pleasant old liar never 
returned to us. He had been smothered by the 
stranger, and we had to hunt up and listen to 
the yarns of a mate, who couldn’t tell a varn 
without his face giving him away every time 
he pulled a leg of truth out of joint.—New 
York Sun. 

ee 


Scene in the South. 


Darkey (to recent arrival)—Want any aigs? 
Stranger— How do you sell them? 
. Darkey—Nine-pence a dozen. 
Stranger—How much is a nine-pence ? 
Darkey—Ni-p’nce! Why, ni’-pence is a levy. 
Stranger—Might I ask what is a levy? 
Darkey—Well, you mout, but if you aint 
never had no money at yo’ age, ’taint much use 
in telling you. 
Stranger—Oh, I have had some money at 
different times, but not of those denominations, 
Darkey—Jes so. Dunno as dey is nomina- 
tions, but two levys make a quartah. 
| Stranger—Oh! Well, I did not know that. 
| Darkey—Dat may be, but it’s a fac’, anyway. 
Stranger— Well, give me four dozen. 
Darkey (driving off after getting money)— 
Nex’ time I meet such ig neues I'll say two 
dozen for a qua’tah of a dollar.— Texas Siftings. 


et 


Blue Monday. 


Wiggins (who has got outside the bulk of his 
week's salary, entering Third avenue table 
d’hote)—Hello, Starvely! what have you to- 
day—greens ? 

Starvely (same circumstances; jabbing his 
| fork into the spinach) — Nop; blues, 








At West Point. 





leave 
Cadet Mars (soon to graduate)—Miss Lightfoot—Arabella—could you ever consent to ; 
the luxuries of your New York kw to go pon, ee ener - the oe and share a soldier's 
sterner lot —to be his guardian angel--to make his home a heave ‘ 

7 Miss Lightfoot (with drooping lashes and crimsoning cheeks)—Yes, George, I think I 


could, 


speak to him about it.—New York Life. - 


Cadet Mars—Well—a—well, my room-mate, Sam Johnson, is going into the Cavalry. Ill 
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CHAPTER VII. 


Breakfast at Clortell Towers was apt to bea 
somewhat depressing meal, Everybody ate io 
separate and gloomy seclusion, buried in his or 
her private occupations. On the morning after 
Kathleen’s nocturnal adventures in the kitchen- 
garden this seemed to be even more the order 
of things than usual. Everybody was at the 
table save Sir Adrian, who never came down 
to breakfast until long after everybody else 
had finished and gone away. Lord Elwyn sat 
completely hidden behind the sheets of the 
Times, which were propped up against a silver 
dish before him, and, waited upon by his own 
valet, devoured sundry things behind it in actual 
concealment. Lady Elwyn, at the opposite end 
of the long table, opened one after another of 
a pile of letters which lay beside her teacup, 
reading some and laying down others unread 
for future consideration, nibbling the while at 
a piece of toast, or trifling, without looking 
at it, with a daintily-disguised compound of 
eggs and ham upon her plate. The upper- 
footman, standing behind her chair, waited 
upon her with unremitting attention. The 
under-footman’s place was behind Miss Mait- 
land, who also had her correspondence—shoals 
of letters and notes in gold. monogrammed en- 
velopes, and very often tiny boxes from jewel- 
ers with presents or purchases sent from town 
to her. Simpkins hovered about at the long 
sideboard behind, where he poured out the tea 
and coffee and dispensed the hot delicacies to 
each member of the family as they were re- 
quired. 

Kathleen alone had no attendant servitor to 
minister specially to her wants, and never had 
any correspondence to occupy her thoughts. 
She used to look about from one to another 
and wonder at the dulness of it all—how dif 
ferent from the jolly breakfast-hour at the 
Farm, with good Mrs. Dobson pouring out the 


tea for everybody and the farmer helping the | 
rom the | 


steaming fried bacon and eggs fresh 
fire! There everybody talked and laughed and 
nobody read the newspapers, and a letter—if 
one chanced to arrive—was handed round the 
table as a natural curiosity. At Clortell Kath- 
leen had nothing to do but to*eat and to look 


at other people, and to wonder where all the | 


letters came from, and how in the world there 
were so many peopje who had nothing better 
to do than to indite those long close-written 
pages to Lady Elwyn and to her niece. 

On this morning Kathleen could not help re- 
marking that Lucille received a very pretty 
bangle ina jeweler’s velvet case, and that there 
was a little diamond heart hanging from it— 
that she peeped at it almost surreptitiously, 


and then quietly shut up the case again, after | 


which she covered it over carelessly with some 
other letters and with the pages of a weekly 
illustrated magazine, as if she did not want to 
be noticed. Also, there was one of her letters 
which made her blush a great deal while she 
was reading it, and which she crumpled up 
and thrust into her pocket as soon as she had 
finished it. Kathleen noticed all ‘his without 
understanding in the very least what was the 
meaning of it. 

Then Lady Elwyn made a remark. 
body spoke at breakfast, the stray observation 
sounded like a pistol-shot through the silence 
of the room, 

* The Colonel is coming down next week, 
Edward,” said her ladyship, addressing her 
husband. 

‘Oh, that’s all right!” replied her lord, low- 
ering his paper forhalf asecond, ‘* Which day 
does he come?” 

*‘On Tuesday; he will come again later for 
the shooting, he says, but he wishes to talk 


over the party with you and to settle about the | 


dogs and keepers.” 
Lord Elwyn uttered a grunt, not altogether 
of satisfaction, and returned to his newspaper. 
The colonel was a person whom Kathleen 
had heard mentioned more than once in a cas- 
ual manner; but, beyond the fact that he was 
her father’s first cousin and the heir to the 


title, she knew nothing whatever about him. | 


Lady Elwyn opened another letter, and no- 
body else spoke. 

Kathleen had finished her breakfast, and 
was just wondering whether Sir Adrian would 
ever come down, whether she dared linger on 
at the table until he came, or 
would go out and hang about the hall just for 
a glimpse of his face on his way down:stairs, 
when she noticed a slight disturbance amongst 
the men-servants. A message had _ been 
brought to the dining-room door, which, after 
some whispered words, the great Mr. Simpkins 
tock upon himseli to deliver to his master. 

“There is a man my lord, who has been 
waiting in the gun room for an hour. He is 
very anxious to see your lordship as soon as 
you are at liberty to speak to him.” 

‘In the gun-room? Who is he! 
he want?” 

‘*He came in answer to your advertisement, 
I believe, my lord— after the under-keeper’s 
place.” 

“Oh! What is he like?” 

‘**T have not seen him, my lord ; it was James 
as showed him into the gun-room before you 


What does 


came down-stairs. It seems he is in a ‘urry 
like.” 

‘*‘Hang him! Let him go if he’s in a hurry. 
I dare sav he wouldn't suit me. What is he 
like J mes ? 

The footman came forward. All this time 


Kathleen had heard without hearing as it were, 
and had listened without paying the slightest 
attention. Then James spoke up, 

‘**He’s a superior looking sort of chap, my 
lord, but wi h a sulky looking face—not bad 
looking exactly either—with black hair rather 
rough, and black eyes, tall, and has broad 
shoulders—looks like a keeper, or almost like a 
farmer.” 

At this answer Kathleen looked up suddenly. 
Every vestige of color left her face, and her 
heart began to beat fast, while she thought to 
herself, ‘* Why should Tom Darley come after 
the keeper's place?” 

‘* Well, I'd better see the fellow,” said Lord 
Elwyn. 

He drank up his tea at a gulp and left the 
room, (Quick as thought Kathleen too rose 
from the table and followed him out of the 
door. She caught up her father as he was 
crossing the hall towards the passage that led 
to the gun room, 

‘* Papa!” she said softly. 

** Yes, my dear, what is it ?” 
stood still. 

Somehow, hard and cold and matter-of-fact 
as Lord Elwyn was, this unknown child of his 
early youth exercised a strange influence over 
him. Hitherto she had held him at bay, refus- 
ing to give him a daughter's love whilst she 
yielded to him a daughter's obedience ; he had 
not been able to win her from that strange 
attitude of disapproving resentment against 
him for the past. It distressed and disturbed 
him more than he would have believed possible. | 
In his secret heart he would have given a good 
deal to induce this fair young caughter to 
bestow upon him the trustful love of an 
affectionate child, 

“ What is it, Kathleen?” he continued. Her | 
face was pale and full of disturbance, and her | 
‘yes iooked scared and anxious. He had not | 
noticed her at breakfast—tor nobody ever 
wished good morning to anybody at Clortell, 
save by a bend of the head or a wave of the 
hand across the table—so that Lord Eiwyn 
looked at his child’s face for the first time that | 
day ; and even he could see that all was not | 
right with her. ‘ You are troubled, I see, my 
dear. Wait until I have just spoken to a man 
on business, and I will come and taik to you in | 
the library.” 

‘**No, papa—that is just it. I cannot wait. I 
don’t want you to see that man at all—or, if 


He turned and | 





As no- | 


whether she | 


| then 


you do, dismiss him at ence—do not engage 
him.” 

Lord Elwyn looked profoundly surprised. 

**My dear Kathleen, this is very extraordin- 
ary ! What do you know about this man? Why 

do you ask such a thing?” : 
| ‘““T know him—I am sure I know who he is. 
I recognised him from the description that 
James gave of him. His name is Darley ; he is 
a man I know. Donot take him as your keeper, 
papa—I—I don’t think he means any good. 

She spoke very confusedly and breathlessly, 
Lord Elwyn was puzzled. 

“This seems very incomprehensible, Kath- 
leen. You say you know this man. Is there 
anything against his character?” 

Kathleen could not in common honesty say 
that there was—nor could she bring herself to 
own to this proud aristocratic father that the 
man who was waiting in the gun-room as an 
applicant for the under-keeper’s place had 
made her promise to be his wife. She could 
only twist her hands pitifully together and feel 
utterly wretched and powerless, 

‘He must not—he shall not come here!” she 
thought to herself desperately. ‘‘He saw us 
together last night—he saw him; and he is 
jealous, and wants to work out his wicked 
vengeance !”—and she shuddered and trembled 
from head to foot. Then, while she hesitated 
! and paused, not knowing how to plead her 

cause, a sudden inspiration came to her. 

* Papa”—and she raised two lovely pleading 
eyes to his and laid two soft little sunburnt 
hands upon his arm—*‘papa, do not ask me 
questions, for indeed I cannot very well ex- 
plain to you. But will you trust me and 

: believe in me for once? do not know any- 
thing ; but I have good reason to suspect that 
this man who is not—never has been a keeper 
!—only wants the keeper's place to make 
| mischief and do harm. I cannot say more— 
only—only—do not refuse my request!” 

‘Kathleen, it is the first thing you have ever 
asked of your father, and I will not refuse 
yon ;” and he took her hands in his and kissed 

er on the forehead. ‘‘I will not see the man.” 

Then he passed his arm round her waist and 

went back into the hall with her. ‘‘Simpkins,” 
| he said to the butler, ‘‘I have changed my 
mind; I shall not engage another keeper until 
Colonel Elwyn comes down--he will very likely 
wish to give the place to someone he knows. 
Go and tell that man who is waiting that I am 
| not able to see him, and that I am not going to 
fill up the place at present.” 

Lord Elwyn had his reward, for his young 
daughter cast her arms suddenly around his 
neck and kissed him as she had certainly never 
done before. 

Watching a few minutes later from one of 
the upper windows, Kathleen saw the man 
whose wife she had promised to become in a 
few years slouching across the park, his hat 
pulled down over his eyes, his hands thrust 
savagely down into his trouser pockets. She 
had made no mistake—it was Tom Darley. 
When he got a certain way off, upon the brow 
of asjight eminence, she saw him turn round 
and shake his fist angrily at the castle ere he 
disappeared behind the shoulder of the.hill. 

‘** He will not give it up,” Kathleen thought, 
with a shudder; ‘‘if he ie failed now, he will 
try again in some other way.” 

fhen suddenly a great terror for the man she 
loved rose up within her. Tom Darley might 
have seen his face in the moonlight— who could 
say that he would not dog his footsteps and 
lie in wait for him todo him some injury? All 
her woman’s heart was in arms, and she learnt 
in a moment, as nothing else could have taught 
ae, how unspeakably dear he had become to 

er. 

‘“‘He must go,” she said to herself dis- 
tractedly; ‘‘it is not safe that he should stay 
here! Somehow or other I must get him to go 
away at once!” 

For many hours she had no opportunity of 
speaking to Sir Adrian. When hecame down- 
| stairs, he seemed almost to avoid Kathleen 
purposely. 

Perhaps his conscience reproached him, per- 
haps Lis wavering affections had veered round 
| again toward his beautiful fiancee, or perhaps 

it was only that he felt guilty and did not want 
to betray himself. Anyhow, he devoted him- 
self more assiduously than ever to Lucille, and 
scarcely seemed to be aware of Miss Elwyn’s 
existence. 


It was a wet morning—impossible either to 
ride or drive—and lawn tennis was a thing not 
to be dreamt of. The lovers took refuge in the 
billiard room and played together until it was 
nearly luncheon time. Kathleen, sick at heart, 
could hear their merry voices laughing and 
talking together, and the click of the balls and 
the hurrying footsteps round the billiard table 
which told of the progress of the game and of 
their enjoyment. She sat by herself in the hall 
reading a tragedy by Racine which a French 
master who came twice a week from London 
to teach her had desired her to study. She 
tried to fix her attention on her book, but could 
not shut her ears to those two gay voices 
which sounded through the open doorway, 

‘He loves her—he loves her!” said the poor 
child to herself miserably. ‘* He is quite happy 
with her—he has no thought of me!” 

But she was quite wrong. He thought of her 
ardently, and longed to get to her, yet could 
see yo way to accomplish it. 

Presently Lucille cast down her cue tri- 
umphantly. 

‘** There—I have beaten you again !” she cried 

she was always good-tempered when she was 
successful. ‘‘Why, I declare it has stopped 
raining! Let us go down the avenue to the 
lodge gates and back before luncheon—we shall 
just havetime. I will go and put on my things.” 

She ran through the hall and upstairs. 
Kathleen's heart began to beat. Would he 
come out and speak to her now? She waited, 
but hedid not come. She could hear him walk- 
ing round the billiard table, knocking the balls 
about and whistling softly ; "but he did not come 
out to her. She grew desperate. For his 
safety's sake—nay, for.his very life’s sake— she 
must speak to him—no mere maiden shyness 
must be allowed to stand betwixt her and her 
object now! She got up boldly and walked 
into the billiard-room, 

** Sir Adrian, I want to speak to you.” 

He cast down his cue upon the table and 
colored hotly. 

“Kathleen, did you get back all right last 
night?” 

He came close to her and whispered the 
question, taking one of her small hands in his 
and holding it tenderly and closely against his 
breast. She had not the strength to draw it 
away, but she made no answer to his question. 

‘“ What 1 have to say to you is very impor- 
tant,” she said breathlessly. ‘*I want you to 
ge away at once—quite away for some weeks. 

Jo you understand ?” 

‘*To go away? Oh, cruel little woman, how 

can you expect me to do that?” 
_ “Oh, do not jest, J implore you! Indeed, 
indeed it is serious--very serious! I would 
give my life to see you go; you must do as I 
ask, I cannot explain to you; but don't refuse 
—pray don’t refuse !”” 

er earnestness startled him, and he saw 
that her eyes filled with tears. 

‘Kathie, what is the meaning of this?” he 
whispered tenderly, calling her unconsciously 
by the little pet name of her childhood’s days. 
‘“Why am [ to go? If it is for my own sake, 
am reckless, and I will not be wise, and 
I will not go; but, if it is for your sake, little 
Katbie, for your peace of mind, for your happi- 
ness, then——” 

Their eyes met. The hot color came in a 
flame to her face. She saw what he meant, 
she guessed what he intended to imply. He 
thought she was urging him to go so that she 
might stifle her own unruly love; he wanted 














to make her confess it, and then, manlike, he 
would be content. : 

For a few moments pride and love struggle 
for the mastery within her, and she felt that 
she would sooner die than own toa love that 
had never been sought or asked for, and that 
had sprung up- with so terrible a rapidity in 
her heart; then she thought of Tom Darley, of 
his black scowling face, of his threats, and of 
the vindictive way in which he had turned 
back and shaken his fist as he went away, 
cursing no doubt the man whom he had seen 
in the moonlight with his arm about the girl 
he loved—she thought of all this, and pride fell 
away abashed, and love won the day within 
her. 

She raised her eyes to his—eyes as deep and 
true as the skies at evening and as forgetful of 
self as those of an angel—and, as she spoke, 
slowly and deliberatelv, she trembled indeed, 
but she did not even blush as she uttered the 
courageous words. 

* Yes—it is that—it is because I am not able 
to bear your daily presence after last night that 
I entreat you to go—because—because——” 
Her voice faltered a little and her eyes fell. 

He bent down towards her. All the passion 
of the man’s heart leaped up within him at 
this strange sweet avowal. 

“It is because you love me, sweet?” he whis 
pered in her ear, 

* Yes,’ she murmured back, her lips scarce 
able to frame the word. 

‘Then I will go! I swear to you I will go 
to-morrow!” 

‘*No—to-day; do not be here another night!” 
she entreated; and he promised her that he 
would. 

‘* But,” he said, half smiling, as he held her 
hand in his—‘t but you know [ shall be obliged 
to come back again after a while; and how 
will it be then?” 

“It will be better—much better.” 

**You mean you will have got over it?” he 
asked in some surprise; and he was scarcely 
pleased when she answered : 

** Yes—things will be better.” 

Then for the first time he noticed how pale 
and ill she looked and how much she trembled. 
Smitren with a late remorse, he cried : 

‘““Oh, dear Kathie—dear little girl—if you 
only knew how sorry, how grieved I am, how 
bitterly I reproach myself # 

**Do not,” she interposed a little brokenly ; 
“‘there is nothing to reproach yourself with. 
I—I am all right; if you will only go away, it 
will come all right. Do not think badly of 
me!” 

“Think badly of you, Kathleen! How could 
I—I who meant to do so much for you, and 
have done you only harm? If you were to hate 
me, it would be only what I deserve.” 

‘*I could never hate you!” she answered; 
and then, as her sweet eyes met his, the color 
rushed back in a flood to her white face, aud 
there shone out of them such a wealth of love 
and trust as had never looked out of woman’s 
eyes at Sir Adrian Deverell before. 

And, as they stood thus face to face, with 
hands clasped together in a lover-like famili- 
arity, suddenly a voice close behind them ex- 
claimed in horrified accents : 

** Great heavens—Adrian ! ’ 

They sprafg apart consciously and guiltily. 
Lucille Maitland, equipped for her walk, with 
blazing eyes and fury-flushed face, stood with- 
in ten yards of them. 

‘* What on earth is the meaning of this scene? 
Are you rehearsing for private theatricals?” 
she asked, looking straight at her lover, and 
turning her back contemptuously upon the 
trembling Kathleen. 

** My dear Lucille, it certainly looks like it, I 
must own. As a matter of fact, however, I 
was —_" wishing Miss Elwyn good-bye ;” and 
Adrian laughed uneasily. 





“Why? Is she going away?”---‘‘No; I am 
going away.” 
**You! Since when, pray?” 


“Since you left the room, when Simpkins 
brought me a telegram from my lawyer which 
demands my immediate presence in town.” 

**When are you going?” she asked calmly; 
but she looked as if she did not believe him in 
the very least. é 

‘** As soon as I have swallowed my lunch ; so 
that, if we are to have our constitutional, we 
must look sharp.” 

‘Go and get on your hat then, and I will 
follow you,” she said quietly. 

Adrian went out. Simpkins was in the hall. 
As he gave him his hat, the baronet slipped a 
sovereign into his hand. 

‘* Remember, Simpkins, that you brought me 





a telegram about five minutes ago,” he said. 

“Into the billiard-room, Sir Adrian? Yes, 
certainly, Sir Adrian !’—and Simpkins pocketed 
his sovereign with something as nearto a wink 
as it was possible for a respectable butler to 
bestow upon a baronet who was his master’s 
guest. 

* Wants to get away from her, ’e do,” he 
confided later on to his cronies in the servants’ 
hall; ‘‘shams a telegram to get up totown and 
‘ave a lark. And I can’t say as how I'm sur- 
prised, for, of all the domineering, ordering- 
about cats as I ever see, Miss Maitland she’s 
the wust!” 

‘*Poor young man!” assented the cook piti- 
fully. ‘* He do lead a life with her, to be sure.” 

** And Charles, as stands behind her chair at 
breakfast, he do declare to me as she had a 
letter beginning ‘Dearest’ this very morning, 
and signed *‘ Your own loving Laurie,’ not to 
mention a gold bracelet as came to her by post, 
both of which she hid up pretty sharp for fear 
they should be seen. Ah, she's a bad ’un she 
is! 

‘* So she be,” assented the woman-folk—from 
which it was evident that Miss Maitland was 
no favorite amongst the domestics. 

Meanwhile Lucille had been left alone in the 
billiard-room with Kathleen. For a second or 
two neither spoke, but Laucille stood locking 
with a withering scorn at the pcor girl who 
leaned white and trembling against the billiard- 
table. Yet, after all, it was she who, plucking 
up her spirit and her strength, was first to 
speak, 

‘“*Miss Maitland. you must not think that 
Sir Adrian was saying anything to me that was 
not right. He has been very kind to me since 
I have been here, and I was telling him of a 
little trouble of mine; and then he told me he 
was going away, and was just wishing me 
good-by as you came in. It may have seemed 
strange to you; but there was really nothing at 
all in it.” 

**Thank you very much—I do not at all de- 
sire to hear these elaborate explanations. I 
certainly consider it strange that Sir Adrian 
should have made a confidant of you as to his 
plans ; and no doubt you are unaware that it is 
not usual in decent society for a young lady to 
grasp hold of both a gentleman's hands and 
gaze up rapturously into his face as if he were 
going to embrace him, even although he may 

e wishing her good-bye!” 

‘Ob, Miss Maitland, do not be so cruel!” 

**I do not wish to be cruel, or even unjust. 
I ought not perhaps to be surprised at such 
conduct in a person of your birth and bringing 
up. It is no doubt foolish to expect the man- 
ners of a lady from you. As however I do not 
choose you to practise your forward and dis- 
graceful arts upon the gentleman I am engaged 
to, I thing it as well for your own sake to tell 

ou that, although Sir Adrian is somewhat 
ond of amanng himself at the expense of girls 
of yourclass and manners, he invariably speaks 
of them behind their backs with the utmost 
disgust and loathing, and therefore it would be 
as well that you should restrain yourself from 
exciting his ridicule and his contempt.” 

She turned her back upon her and left the 
room ; and Kathleen sank down upon a couch 
in a very paroxysm of shame and agonized 


grief, 
(To be Continued.) 





An Almanac Joke. 


Wife—Where are you going, John? It’s get- 
ting very late, 

Husband (who has been reading a patent 
medicine almanac)—I’m going to see a doctor, 
if I live to find one, 








The Horrors of It. 





The Happy Bride—Whv, Mamma, what are you crying for. Everything is so lovely, and 


everybody's been so good to me! 


The Wise Mamma-—It’s the presents I’m thinking of ! 


Come and lock at my presents, dear ! 


Every family with a regiment of 


unmarried girls has sent you the most horribly expensive things—and now they'll all be getting 
married, and you and Charles will have to scrape and starve to give each of them somethidg 


handsomer still! Presents! 





What Constitutes a Thinking Man? 
Most young men have some sense of the im- 


portance of learning tothink. They desire to | 


become thinking men. What constitutes a 
thinking man? How shall I become a thinking 
man? These are interesting questions to such 
young men. : 
In a certain sense, thinking is seeing—seeing 
the truth. ; 
landscape. You visit it. You take such a posi- 
tion as places its objects before you. You look 
at the meadow, the trees, the stream, the rocks. 


nearer to it, or make such a change of position 
as will enable you to see it distinctly. This 
rocess o* seeing is a very simple process. You 
now how to do that. 
be no mystery init. You desire also to know 
how to thin 
more mysterious process. 

As was said above, thinking is seeing—not 
with the bodily eye, but with the eye of the 
mind. There are intellectual and moral objects 
as well as material objects. Seeing intellectual 
and moral objects—which are non-material 
truths—is thinking. How are such objects, 
such truths seen? By placing them before the 


mind, just as material objects are seen by ; 


placing them before the eye. 
You wish to know whether a certain plan of 
action is a wise one. You can determine that 





O Angelina! why didn’t you eiope ?— Puck. 
| 


Suppose you wish tosee a particular | 


There seems to you to | 


; but thinking you regard as a | 


question by thinking; that is, by seeing a} 


great many truths relating tothat plan. You 
can see those truths by looking at them. You 
need to look at the design or objects of the 
plan—at the means by which it is proposed to 
accomplish it. You need to look at the 
character and habits of those who are to be 
engaged in the execution of it. When you 


have looked at these and many other truths | 


connected with the plan, you will be able to see 
whether it is a wise one or not. This last 
seeing will be the result of a great many other 
seeings. 

Thus thinking is mental seeing. To learn 
to think, we must look patiently and pers: - 
veringly at truths, which are the objects of 
thought. 





o~—_—_—_— 


Getting Rich by Sma'l Inventions. 


The New versey man who hit upon the idea | 
k 


of attaching a rubber erasing tip to the end of 
lead pencils is worth $200,000. 

The miner who invented a metal rivet or 
eyelet at each end of the mouth of coat and 
trousers pockets, to resist the strain caused by 
the carriage of pieces of ore and heavy tools, 
has made more money from is letters patent 
than he would have made had he struck a good 
vein of gold-bearing quartz. 

Every one has s‘en the meial plates that ale 
used to protect the heels and soles of rough 
shoes, but every one doesn't know that within 
ten years the man who hit upon the idea has 
made $250,000. 

As large a sum as was ever obtained for any 
intention was enjoyed by the Yankee who 
invented the inverted glass bell to hang over 
gas jets to protect ceilings from being blackened 
by smoke. 

The inventor of the ro!ler skate has made 
$1,000,000, notwithstanding the fact that his 
patent had nearly expired before the value of 
it was a certained in the craze for roller skating 
that spread over the country a few years ago. 

The gimlet-pointed screw has produced more 
wealth than most silver mines. and the Con- 
necticut man who first thought of putting 
copper tips on the toes of children’s shoes is as 
well off as if he had inherited $1,000,000, for 
that’s the amount his idea has realized for him 
in cold, clammy coin. 

‘he common needle threader, which every 
one has seen for sale, and which every woman 
owns, was a boon to needle users. The man 
who invented it has an income of $10,000 a year 
from his invention. 

A minister in England made $50,000 oy in- 
venting an odd toy that danced by winding it 
with a string. 

The man who invented the return ball, an 
ordinary wooden ball, with a rubber string at- 
tached to pull it back, made $1.000,000 from it. 

The person who invented the most recent 
popular toy, ‘Pigs in Clover,” will be rich 
before the leaves turn this autumn. 
poor last November, 


-_ 


Slaves of Appetite. 


It is impossible to cherish much respect for a 
man whose happiness i3 so far dependent upon 
his palate that he is miserable when his dius er 
is not done to a turn, and seasoned to the 
shade of atlavor. Weonce knew an individual 
whom a mistake of half a minute in the boiling 
of acouple of eggs would put out of humor for 
a whole day. Occasionally this slave of appe- 
tite would throw a dish that was not-te bis 
taste out of the window. Yet he was a mem- 
ber of the church, and asked a blessing on 
every meal, 





eats is a matter of indifference, is not much 


an 


He was | 





Bur, if one might judge from the 
expression of his face when fis epicurean sen- 
sibilities were outraged, the meat which he 
had prayed might be “sanctified to our use” 
was afterwards inwardly devoted to perdition. 
The individual to whom the savor of what he sg 
\ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| vate and to use, and the sense of taste is be- 
! 
| 
| 
| 
| 


more to our liking than the epicure whose 
peace of mind is destroyed by an extra revolu- 
tion of the spit, or a superfluous shake of the 
pepper-box. There are three kinds of enjoy- 
ments— mental, spiritual and sensuous, The 
first two are of a higher grade than the other; 
but that, too, is not only permissible but 
proper. All our senses were given us to culti- 


stowed that we might appreciate the edible 
gifts of Providence, and feel correspondingly 


thankful to the Giver. These edible gifts are 


If you do not see an object distinctly you go | intended not only to nourish, but to comfort 


and solace us, and it is disrespectful to the 
Creator to hold them in small esteem, to bestow 


‘no pains upon their preparation, to take no 


pleasure in them. If the selfish and exacting 
epicure is unlovable, there is certainly rot 
much to attract one in the man of coarse appe- 
tites and instincts, whose only dietetic sensa- 
tions are hunger and repletion. 

~~ 


Marriage a la Milwaukee. 


There is said to be in Milwaukee a champion 
marrying justice. There is nobody toequal the 
neatness and despatch with which he ties the 
knot. This is the way he does it: 

** Have her?” 

“Te 

**Have him?” 

Yes.” 
‘** Married ; two dollars,” 


oe 











THE NEW PRIZE STORY 


is eagerly sought for, read with pleasure or dis- 
appointment, is then tossed aside and forgot- 
ten. But ladies who read of Dr. Pierce’s Fa- 
vorite Prescription, read it again, for they dis- 
cover in it something to prize—a messenger of 
joy to those suffering from functional derange- 
ments or from any of the painful disorders or 
weaknesses peculiar to their sex. Periodical 
_— internal inflammation and ulcerztion, 
eucorrhea and kindred ailments readily yield 
to its wonderful curative and healing powers. 
It is the only medicine for women, sold by 
druggists, under a positive guarantce 
from the manufacturers, that it will give satis- 
faction in_every case, or money will be re- 
funded. This guarantee has been printed on 
the bottle-wrappers, and faithfully carried out 
for many years. $1.00 by drugyists, or six 
bottles for $5.00. 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD'S DIs. MED, Ass’N, 
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Smallest, 
One Pellet a 
Cures Sick Head- 
ache, Bilious eadache, Constipa~ 
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and all derangements of the stomach an 
bowels, Put up in glass vials, hermetically 
sealed, Always fresh and reliable. Gently 
laxative, or an active cathartic, according 
to size of dose. 25 cents, by druggists. 
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It may be draped to suit any style of apartment in which 
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(LATE OF WASHINGTON) 


Chiropodist and Manicure 
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Bunions, Ingrowing Nails, Corns, 
ete., su lly treated. Skil‘ul 
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CRUEL 
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KINDRED. 


By the ‘uthor of ‘A Piece of Patchwork,” “Somebody's Daughter,” ‘‘The House in the 
Clouse,” ‘‘Snared,” ‘*The Mystery of White Towers,” ‘*‘Mudam's Ward,” etc. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


Sir Guy went down the terrace steps, and, 
with his hands clenched together behind his 
back aud his head bent, paced up and down, 
glad to be in the darkness. 

In spite of his denial, he had, and he knew 
that he had, been dreading this blow. During 
his wilfully protracted absence it had never 
left his thoughts, his fear of it had caused an 
ever-augmenting, ceaseless agony. But one 
misery had been spared him—he had not 
thought for an instant that his own secret, 
guarded so silently, jealously, and sternly, as 
it was in the nature of the man to guard what 
he feit most—he had never even dreamed that 
it wa3 4 palpable thing to her from whom he 
would most sedulously have concealed it. It 
was very bitter to know that it was known, 
that he and his luckless, hopeless passion were 
decided, set aside as less than nothing. To 
know that he himself set it aside and was mis- 
eraly amused at the poor folly did not make it 
less bitter. 

He iaughel presently, scoffi 18 at himself. 
Poor fool tndeed! Had he not always known, 
from the day when he first realized what she 
was to him, that it musS have such ending as 
this? But he had never thought of his brother 
then. His brother or another? Did it matter 
muh which, when he hai always known that 
she was not and could not be for him ? 

S12 haimost probably returned to the draw- 
ing-room by now, He could not go back then 
to meat his mother's cold mocking eyes which 
hal surprised his secret, tg hear the icy voice 
which had taunted hin with it and its hope- 
Jessness so contemptuously and cruelly. Above 
all, he could not go back to watch Adela and 
Duke together, perhaps to read confirmation in 
their every look aud word. He had been walk- 
ing on as he thought—movement seem2i to 
ease his mental pain much as it might have 
do.i2 a fierce physical agony—now’ he suddenly 

started and scood still. Hs hail said to his 
m>ther that she spoke without warrant. No, 


no! 

H2 halted at the entrance to the broad path 
usually kKaowa a3 the Beech Walk, for in it, 
just within sight, he saw thsam_ standing. 
Th:re wa3 no possibility of mistaking Duke’s 
tall figure and fair head, stiil less the white- 
gow.ae2d slealer form beside him, the graceful 
head ani shoulders covered by some soft wrap 
that was white too. Guy Oldcastle, watching, 
un lerstandiug, grimly setting his teeth to en- 
dus, had uo thought that he was almost play- 
ing the spy. His senses for a monent were 
alinost num; he was lost to everything but a 
cynical sense of his own suffering. 

They ha* nos just met—he could tell that. 
H: saw Dik; bend towards the girl, and 
fancied that he could see the smile, eager and 
triu np ant, upon his handsome face—triumph- 
ant although he was evidently pleading with 
her —pleadiug successfully, for in another m)- 
ment he had stooped and kissed the half-up- 
turned face. 

Sir Guy turned away sharply—he had seen 
enough. Then he felt a tug at his hand and | 
saw a pair of sharp bright black eyes peering up 
at him curiously in the gloom. 

“Cousin Gay, I believe you're deaf!” cried 
Anza!, in an energetic whisp2r. ‘‘I called after 
you th se times, and you didn't hear me, What | 
is it that you're looking after dowa there? 
Do yo1 see poachers?” 

* No, child —no.” He tried to recall himself, 
anl curaed her away from the two distant 
figures—there was little fear that thay would 
see, absorbad in each othar as they were. 
“What isit you want?” hesaid. ‘“ You ought 
to bz in bed by this time.” 

*’Tisn't my fault—I can’t go,” returned Angel 
conposedly. ‘*Faany'’s gone to Wildeross— 
Mrs. Uglow said she might—and I can’t find | 
Miss Stone. Haven't you seen her? Do you 
know where she is ?” 

‘In the house, of course. Go off and look for 
her, child!” 

“Oi, but she isn’t!” declared Angel con- 
fil-ntly, declining to bulge, and peering about 
her with the siarp2st of eyes. ‘‘ She's out here 
som? where, I believe. I saw her run down the 
back staircase. She's always doing that; and 
when she cones back she cries like anything. 
Aunt Olivia would bs awfully cross if she knew. 
I'm zoing inijoors again—I’m not going to look 
for her. Basides, Idon't want to go to bed yet. | 
Can't I go into the drawing-room for a little 
while, Cousia Guy, please? Lady Adela was 
going to sing, and [like to hear her. She was 
just beginning when I came out.” 

* Waoc was?’ asked Sir Guy sharply. 

‘“Why, Adela was!” said unconscious Angel, 
clattering on, ‘*I know you're deaf, cousin 
Guy; Cm sure I said it plainly enough. She 
Was just beginning the song she likes so much 
about the three fishermen that got drowned 
because their stupid wives let the lighthouse 
lamps go out.” 

** Lady Adela isn't indoors, child.” 

‘‘I'm sure she is!” affirmed Angel, with the 
m)3t emphatic of nods. ‘‘She came out of her 
room just as I was going past the door, and | 
raced me downstairs and went into the draw- 
ing room. Did you think she was out here and 
com: to look for her? I'll go and tell her vou 
want her if you like. She'll come, I think, be- 
c.iuse she likes you ever so much better than 
Dice, you know,” said Angel patronizingly ; | 
‘*‘and so do I.” 

Guy did not answer; it was hardly by his 
owa volition that he swung round, and looked 
eagerly, incredulously, wrathfully, down the 
Beech Walk. Io his sudden rush of compre- 
hension he could hardly have to!d what was 
his predominant emotion. No; neither of the | 
prir had seen. . There they were still, standing 
in almost the same position, but the white 
shawl had slipped down upon the shoulders of | 
the woman, and, instead of rippling nut-brown 
ree showed a smooth little shining flaxen 
iewad, 

Angel, who had been staring too, opened her :; 
eves wonderingly. 

“Oh.” she gasped, “there she is! Oh, 
there!” 

This last scandaliz2d ejaculation was caused 
by Duke's again bending to kiss his companion. 
In another moment the little governess had 
darted away down an adjacent side path, and 
Dake stood alone. Leisurely pulling out his 
cigar case, he proceeded to choose a cigar. The 
darkest of frowns was on war Oldcastle’s 
swarthy, melancholy face as he looked round 
at the child standing open-eyed beside him. 

‘*Go indoors, Angel,” he said sternly; ‘‘and 
hold your tongue, child—do you hear?” 

“Allright.” Somewhat awed, Angel started 
to move away, then stopped suddenly. ‘** Duke 
often kisses Miss Stone, cousin Guy,” she said, 
nodding up at him slyly. ‘‘I know he does, 
because I've seen him—when they didn’t know 
?P was there, you know. And she cried, ane 
said she knew he liked Lady Adela better than 
he did her, and he laughed and said she was a 
jealous little goose, and he didn't. But I think 
he does, and——” 

Miss Angel was stopped at this point of her 
voluble disclosure by a hand being placed firmly 
over her mouth and herself being lifted, carried 
a few yards, and set down upon her feet again. 
Sir Guy only pointed towards the house, but 
his look and gesture were quiteenough. Angel 
took to her heels, as thoroughly understandiag 
that she was commanded to disappear and to 
hold her tongue as she would have done had 
any one else treated her to a lecture half an 
hour long. 

Sir Guy waited until ihe little figure was out 
of sight; then he turned and went slowly down 
the Beech Walk towards his brother. 

Duke heard his step, and swung round 
quickly. The frown upon the elder man's face 
Was repeated instantly up)da that of the 





| yourself? She’s a pretty little thing enough, 
| and she’d jump at it, ao doubt. Nine thousand 
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younger. Duke, in fact, was not feeling by any 
means amiable just then, and would have 
scowled upon almost any intruder. The inter- 
view which was just over had ruffled his tem- 
per, for, despite his resolution, he had found it 


impossible to do as he had intended and ex 


plain the ao of things to Amy Stone. In- 
new that if he had done anything it 

was to involve himself more than ever. She 
ealous and unrea- 
the threat of her 
letter with so much pitiful energy and earnest- 
ness, that he had absolutely not dared to men- 
So he was not 
feeling amiable, and of all people in the world 
would have chosen just then to avoia his 
brother. He would nevertheless have spoken 
a few iight pleasant words in spite of his irrita- 
tion—pleasant words were such easy, glib 
things to him—but that he met the look of the 
stern dark eyes and saw that he had been de- 
tected. It was so utterly unexpected that it 


stead, he 
had been so passionate, 
sonable, and had repeate 


tion Adela Nugent’s name. 


threw him off his balance. 


Confound it all! Here was a pretty compli- 
cation! he thought uneasily. What a fool he 
had been to meet the girl! What an idiot he 


had been to let hischance in the afternoon slip, 
when he might have proposed to Adela Nu- 
gent! What was going to happen now? 


Guy spoke at once without any preliminary 


word, 

‘*Look here,” he said bluntly—‘tI warned 
you once before, Duke, and you have paid as 
much attention to the warning as I might have 
known you would. You needn’t have troubled 

ourself to lie about it then; and don’t, if you 
vlease, try to lie about it now. It shall end in 
ne way—you may rely upon that. What are 
,ou going to do about it? That’s what I want 
to know.” 

Duke had recovered himself a little. Denial 
was of no use, but sneering might be. He 
knocked the ash from the tip of his cigar and 
laughed. 

a you've been spying—eh?” he said tran- 
quilly. 

“Yes, if you like to put it so. Iask, What 
are ipa going todo?” 

‘* My dear fellow, I aak—pray calm your vir- 
tuous indignation—I ask in reply, What do you 
mean by that?” 

“ Are you going to marry the girl?” the elder 
brother asked briefly. 


‘*Marry her! What on earth next? My dear 


fellow, you must be mistaking me for your 
excellent self! I’m not a baronet rolling in the 
luxuries of nine thousand a year which I'm too 
stingy—beg pardon, too prudent—to spend, but 
a poor beggar with seven hundred, which is at 
the present moment anticipated to its utter- 
most fraction for the next fourteen years; and 
now you're good enough to offer to help me out 
of ~ difficulties with a penniless wife. No, 
thanks—it couldn’t be done.” 

“Then I’m to understand that you don’t 
mean to marry her?” Sir Guy asked, in the 
sane harsh short way. 

‘Well, yes, if you'll be so good,” Duke 
laughed. ‘If you’re so anxious to settle the 
young lady in life, why don’t you go in for her 


a year isn’t picked up every day.” 

*‘Look here”—Guy came a pa*e nearer— 
‘drop that! I'm not in the humor for it. 
How far has this wretched business gone?” 

Duke involuntarily drew back a little. He 
was not a coward, but there was just thena 
very ugly look in the steady dark eyes and an 
ominous and suggestive motion about the 
large sinewy hands. Once in their schooldays 
he had enraged his brother, and a quarrel hai 
resulted in a fight in which—very much to his 
own astonishment—he had received an un- 


| merciful thrashing. Ever since then he had 


had an unwilling respect for his brother's 
strength, in spite of his own superior inches. 
So he drew back, although he was not a 
coward, and moderated his tone a little. 
**Rubbish!"” he said sullenly. ‘* What on 


| earth do vou suppose, pray? I’ve done the girl 
| no harm.” 


‘“*Pshaw!” Guy retorted. ‘‘Do you take me 
for a fool or a blind man? No harm! Your 
idea of harm is a strange one,” 

‘*Yours is, you mean,” the other rejoined, 


| still sullenly. ‘‘Give me a saint for charity all 


the world over! Because I’ve talked to the 
girl—kissed her, if es yy bound to have every- 
thing—one would think, to hear you preaching, 
that I had done her some injury.” 

“Injury!” Sir Guy laughed bitterly as he 
turned upon him. ‘It is the act of an honor- 
able and honest man truly to make secret love 
to this girl while you pay open court to Adela 
Nugent! I say it is the act of a scoundrel!” 

Surprise and wrath confused Duke for a 
moment—confused him so much that he forgot 
prudence. He broke iuto a laugh. 

**Oh,” he cried tauntingly, ‘* that’s where the 
shoe pinches, is it?” 

He realized his imprudence with a startling 
suddenness. Guy simply turned upon his 
brother, and with one blow knocked him down, 
Duke did not rise for nearly a minute—he was 
knocked off his balance in more ways than one, 
and when he did get upon his feet again he 
was alone in the Beech Walk. 


CHAPTER XV. 

When, some ten minutes after leaving the 
Beech Walk, Sir Guy entered the drawing- 
room again, there was no trace of passion or 
agitation either on his face or on his leisurely 
movements, Lady Oldcastle, seemingly half 
asleep in her chair in the light of her shaded 
lamp, raised her eyelids, evidently expecting to 
see Take. let them fall again when she saw 
who it was, and took no further notice. Adela, 
playing softly at the piano, her drooping eyes 
dloniee the motion of her hands rather than 
looking at the music, glanced round too and 
rose quickly. Guy went up to his mother’s 
table. 

** Mother, can I speak to you for a few mo- 
ments? It is important. Lady Adela will 
excuse us, I am sure.” 

**Oh, of course!” Adelacried quickly, hasten- 
ing to interpose before the elder lady could 
speak. ‘‘ You are just in time, Sir Guy, to 
prevent me from playing myself tosleep. I'll 
go out on to the terrace; it is absolutely un- 
grateful to spend the whole of such a glorious 
evening indoors.” 

She laughed, and with a gay little nod 
stepped through the long window, bareheaded 
as she was. At intervals, while the mother 
and son spoke together, her white figure, still 
with the red rose at the throat, could be seen 
slowly pacing up and down. 

**You are very mysterious, Guy!” Lady 
Oldcastle’s brilliant cold eyes were wide open 
enough now, as she sat more erect in her great 
chair and faced her son. ‘Our conversations,” 
she said, with a curling lip, “are not such as 
require secrecy, asarule. I don't understand 

ou. 
An angry resentment which had in it an 
element of fear had for the time taken the 
place of the repugnance with which Olivia 
Oldcastle usually regarded her elder son. She 
had not liked his look when he quitted her a 
little earlier ; the tone in which he had sternly 
answered ‘‘ Either” to her taunting question 
had struck upon her ear as ominous. spasm 
of fear had chilled her at the thought that 
he might possibly baffle and defeat her. 
Her cherished project was not executed 
yet. What, after all, if he _ should 
step in and win Adela Nugent and her 
fortune, and not Duke, her beloved? It was 
absurd, almost impossible, but yet She 
set her teeth, and vowed to herself that it 








| should never be. , 
Guy could have chosen no worse time to 
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speak to her as he meant to speak, and ne read 
that plainly, although he did not suspect the 
cause. He hesitated, glancing involuntarily 
towards the window. Adela passed, humming 
a soft song to herself, her smiling face drooping 
musingly. Lady Oldcastle’s eyes stonily fol- 
lowed his look, then were turned upon him. 

** Well,” she questioned, * what is it? Iam 
at a loss to imagine what this important sub- 
ject can be. Does it concern Lady Adela?” 

‘*It does not.” He looked round at her and 
turned to face her with a quick flush, for there 
was mockery in her last words. It concerns 
Duke and—another person.” 


As she slowly leaned back in her chair and 
looked at him, setting her lips, he saw plainly 
that she would set herself hopelessly and in- 
flexibly against anything and everything that 
he could say ; but something of her stubborn- 
ness was in him too, and he was not to be 
deterred from his purpose. 

** Before I speak, mother, I know that by do- 
ing so I shall annoy and offend you ; but I have 
no choice. I hope I shail not have to mention 
Duke’s name again—I will not if I can help it. 
I hope you will try to understand me without 
that. I think—I am quite sure—that Miss 
Stone should leave the Towers. For her own 
sake—I say no more—she would be better 
away.” 

Lady Oldcastle understood, and the sudden 
hot color which flushed her otherwise unmoved 
face told her son as much; but she looked at 
him unflinchingly, with no dawn of compre- 
hension in her eyes. 

‘* Explain yourself,” she said stiffly. 

**It is difficult to do so, mother, knowing as I 
do that I tread with you on dangerous ground 
even in approaching this matter. I hoped that 
you would help me and render further explana- 
tion unnecessary.” 

“It is necessary. Say what you have to say, 
if you persist in speaking at all, in plain lan- 
guage. Once more I do not understand you.” 

Her son was not afraid of her, but from his 
earliest childhood her unbroken pitiless cold- 
ness had held him more or less in awe. Her 
look and her voice now were meant to awe him 
into silence; but.in this she did not succeed. 
The studious disdainful contempt merely 
aroused his temper, and forced him to set him- 
self against her. He did it quietly, and he did 
= with a touch of contempt upon his own 
side. 

** Pardon me, mother,” he said calmly, ‘‘ but 
you force me to say that you do understand. I 
see it, and know it. There is no reason but one 
why I should even speak of Miss Stone and 
Duke in the same breath. You must beas well 
aware of that as I am.” 

** Indeed |” 

Lady Adela passed the window again, glanc. 
ing in with a smile as she went slowly by. 
Lady Oldcastle’s eyes turned towards the 
graceful figure. and then back to her son. The 
slight smile that curved her lips was a crueler 
insult than a blow would have been. But Guy 
retained his composure. 

“Ido not want to give you a worse impres- 
sion than there is warrant for,” he went on. 
‘* There is, I firmly believe, no harm done which 
cannot to a great extent be undone; but I am 
not the one to take it in hand. It is because I 
feel that so strongly, mother, that I speak to 
you.” He stopped. 

“Go on,” she said, without moving. 

**T should have spoken of it to you before. I 
know that. I saw something which made me 
uneasy and suspicious before I went to Glen- 
dale. I said then to the person in fault what I 
hoped would be sufficient te stop it. It has 
not ~—— it. I am not speaking without 
being absolutely certain of what I say.” 

If Lady Oldcastle had been a witness to the 
two interviews in the Beech Walk, she could 
hardly have known more of them than she 
divined now—always excepting the last 
episode. She merely repeated, in her former 
tone— y 

‘*T speak reluctantly now, mother, and I hope 
you will do me the justice to believe as much, 
although of course I can see that you are re- 
ceiving what I say precisely as I knew you 
would. Believe me or not, as you please, it is 
only true to say that I might have hesitated to 
speak even now but for a sense of what was 
plain duty.” 

**On, doubtless!”—with a mocking laugh. 
* You choose a characteristic time, Guy,” she 
said coldly and deliberately, ‘‘for this dis- 
closure. congratulate you. Will your sense 
of plain duty”—with a sneer—‘“‘ next prompt 
you to enlighten Lady Adela?” 

‘“*No,” he said sterrly; ‘‘my duty, I hope, 
stops here. It is for you to say, mother, what 
shall next be done.” 

‘“*For me? You are far from explicit. Once 
more I must ask you to explain yourself.” 

“That, at least, should be unnecessary. I 
have told you how this matter stands, and who 
is undoubtedly to blame; I have told you what 
seems to me to be the only remedy. I hope 
that with as little delay as possible you will 
see it applied.” 

‘*That I will see what applied?” 

‘That you will,” he said, speaking plainly, 
‘see that Miss Stone leaves the Towers at 
once. She does not at present know that I 
have discovered anything, and it will no doubt 
be kinder to her, poor child, to keep her in ignor- 
ance, if itcan be done. It will, I should think, 
be easy to make excuses for her leaving sud- 
denly both to her and her parents, without dis- 
tressing her or exciting their suspicions. 
Nothing derogatory was said of her of course. 
There is nothing to blame her for beyond a little 
natural frivolousness and vanity. I think, 
mother,” Sir Guy added, with an almost en- 
treating glance at the handsome, implacab'e 
face b-fore him, ‘‘ that you may be said to owe 
her that much as a duty.” 

There wasapause. Adela passed the window 
again, and glanced witha puzzled, almost anxi- 
ous face at the two figures in the center of the 
greatroom. Her pretty forehead puckered doubt- 
fully—she stopped her song. Lady Oldcastle 
sat mute, looking straight before her. Her 
rigidly-maintained silence forced her son to 
speak. 

PT hope,” he said, ‘‘that you will do this, 
mother?” : 

** That I will do what?” she asked, in a ques- 
tioning tome, as though she had forgotten. 

At no time was Guy Oldcastle a particularly 
patient man. He madea quick movement, and 
the frown on his brow deepened. 

‘*That you will do as I have suggested—the 
only thing, as it seems to me that can be done 
—-and send this poor little silly creature away.’ 
Lady Oldcastle rose slowly, drawing about 
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her shoulders the wrap which had slipped from 
them, the deliberate calm of her manner a cur- 
ious contrast to the rising heat and haste of 
her son’s. 

*T shall do nothing,” she said. 

He looked at her for a moment, and bit his lip. 

** You will not, mother?” 

‘*T have said that I will not.” 

** You will treat this affair as nothing?” 

She answered, with cruel emphasis— 

* I know nothing. ° 

‘*T understand,” he said ; and his short laugh 
was very bitter. ‘I should have learnt my 
lesson by now. I should have held my tongue.” 

** Far better,” she said briefly. 

She passed him as if to leave the room. He 
stopped her resolutely. ; 

**One moment, mother,” he said determinedly, 
‘* My hands shall be clean in this thing, I am 
resolved. Once more I tell you that I have 
spoken only the strict truth. Make inquiries 
if you choose. You will find that to my face it 
will not be denied. Will you do that?” 

**T will not.” He had laid his hand upon her 
arm when he checked her; now -he frigidly 
released it. ‘‘I do not say, Guy, she said, 
looking him full in the face, “that this is 
entirely fiction—invention—you may call it 
what you please. I can quite credit that you 
may have seen, may have heard, some little 
pleasant, natural courtesy passing between 
your brother and this girl. As for anything 
further, well”—her lip curled—‘‘you wanted a 
pretext for some such tale asthis. You force 
me to speak plainly, and Iam not blind. I shall 
certainly not dismiss Miss Stone. The girl is, 
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I believe, a good girl for her station, and she 

fulfils her duties to my satisfaction. We have 
said more than enough upon this subject; I 
desire that it bedropped forthe future. Allow 
me to pass you.” 


(To be Continued.) 
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Rather Disagreeable People. 


The celebrated Russian traveler, Gromb- 
chevski, in his account of recent explorations 
in Central Asia, thus describes his experience 
among the inhabitants of Kanjut : 

“‘The khan received me with suspicion, to 
begin with ; but later on he made me an ex- 
cellent reception at a durbar [audience or re- 


ception] to which all the higher functionaries , 
and elders of the khanate, as well as envoys | 40 i record of honorable deal- 


from Nagar and Ghilgiht, were invited. Next 

oy = khan = to bs nee 

the visit he took a cold and fell ill with fever. : : s 

He suspected me of having poisoned him, and 40 years before an intelligent public 

so I had to doctor him and stay, although I . 

surely would have been torn to pieces if the |40 years’ loyalty to our patrons 

onan aaa a fatal =e I armed | 

myself with calmness and a persuasion | . . 

that nobody would dare to offend a Russian, 40 yor of liberal and equitable 

and this policy proved the best. Finally the methods 

aT i . : eats ‘ 
“*In order to characterize the inhabitants o 

Kanjut, it is sufficient to mention the two fol | 40 —~ manufacturers and dealers 

lowing facts: Safder-ali-khan had shot his own 

father, poisoned his own mother, stabbed to 

death his brother Sha-sumeis-khan. and or- 

dered to be thrown over a precipice his two 

younger brothers, one of whom was eleven 


years and the other eight yearsold. ‘The other ah 
fact is this: Kanjut was visited before me by 
Colonel Lockhart, who kept the brother of the ° ¢ 
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khan and the son of the vizier as hostages, and 
nevertheless part of his numerous escort were 
— prisoners by the Kanjutis and sold into 143 Yonge Street, Toronto 
slavery. 
“ Altogether, the Kanjutis lived upon rob- TELEPHONE 1504 as 
oe and selling their prisoners into ASPLENDID CHANCE 
slavery. Kashmir pays them every year 15,000 i ane ie Sein i in aa 
rupees, and Ching sends substantial presents WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSCRIBERS 
to induce them to keep quiet ; but nevertheless ” 
they continue to practice their old customs of | **SATURDAY NIGHT 
‘wice crossing their country without having | P 
been robbed, it was probably on account of the W3RLD TYPEWRITER 
friendship of the khan and his favorites besides, | _ : ; : 
and my own boldness. I never asked anybody's | For #810, cash with order. Tha price of the Typewriter 
ermission to make my survey; I determined | alone is #10, See advertisement of this machine 
fatitudes and longitudes, and observed my | another column. 
meteorological instruments at regular hours, | — = 
no doubt, felt that, in case of need, I should ‘ ‘ 
fight desperately, and being themselves en- at iN pt alfa 
dowed with boundless courage, they respected | e } 
the feeling of security which I displayed while 
living among them.” ——= 
Mrs. De Stang (making a college call)—I | 
trust, Rupert, that you’re not neglecting the ! ZO YONGE STREET 
social training which goes so far to make a gen- . x 
tleman. Next door to Dominion Bank 
Her Son—By no means, mother. I devote 


bery, plundering both the Chinese and the 
rapine and robbery. If I have succeeded in id to 
without trying to conceal one. The Kanjutis, 
eS Prenuie. — | LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 
two or three hours a day to Marquis of Queens- 
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CHOICE TEAS and COFFEES 


281 Yonge Street 


The cheapest and strongest Teas in use are Assom Teas 
These so called Indian Teas, sold by other dealers for 30c. 
and 35c., may be had from us for 2c 


TRY A 5c. SAMPiE 


Very fine Assoms 35c. and 40c. Strong, pungent Him- 
alayan Teas, direct importation frém Calcutta, 50c., 55¢ 
and 60c., with which we give checks for presents. 

See our fine assortments. 


Cash discount of 10 per cent, to buyers 5 Ib. lots 
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DO YOU WANT TO 


COME TO TORONTO ? 


There are Hundreds of Good Situations 
open forGENERALSERVANTS, HOUSEMAIDS, 
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Cure your Cough before you are beyond reach of human care or skill. Ayer’s 
Cherry Pectoral, properly administered, is a certain and speedy cure for all Throat 
and Lung Diseases. It is not a mere syrup, or cheap cough mixture, but a scientific 
preparation of great merit. **I used Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, last spring, for a 


severe Cough, and for Lung troubles, with good effect. It completely cured me. 


— Harvey Baughman, Proprietor Globe Hotel, Mt. Gilead, Ohio. 


DELAYS ARE DANGEROUS. 


After other medicines failed, I was; A few weeks ago I took a severe Cold, 
speedily cured of «a dangerous Cough by which, at first, I neglected to care for. In 
the use of two bottles of Aver's Cherry | three days it affected my Lungs, and I 
Pectoral. — Rev. W. J. Chaplin, Pastor of | became ‘extremely ill. Breathing was 
the New Covenant Church, Chicago, Il. | most difficult and painful, and my family 

physician, not being able to come im- 

About five years ago I suffered from &/ mediately to the house, sent directions 
very obstinate Cough, from which I was} that I should take Aver’s Cherry Pecto- 
unable to obtain relief. I was finally per- ral, IT was promptly relieved by the use 
suaded, by a friend, to try Ayer’s Cherry | of this medicine, and, after taking only 
Pectoral, and, before taking half a bottle one bottle, was entirely cured. — Andrew 
of this medicine, was entirely cured. | J, Davis, Atchison, Kansas. 

Since then I have used it whenever 
needed, and always with good effect. — 
Charles Meacham, Westtield, Mass. 


Two years agoT suffered from a severe 
attack of Bronchitis.: The physician at- 
tending me became fearful that the disease 

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral is the best rem-; would terminate in Pneumenia, After 
edy' I have ever found for Colds and | trying various medicines, without bevetit, 
Coughs, or for Throat and Lung diseases. | he finally prescribed Ayer’s Cherry Pec- 
I have used it in my family for many | toral, which relieved me at once. L con- 
years. It always effects speedy cures. — | tinued to take it, and, in a short time, wis 
—J. P. Depoy, Londonderry, Ohio. | cured. — Ernest Colton, Logansport, Td 


Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by Druggists. Price $1, six bottles, $5. 
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Telephone 344 


MARSLAND & KENNEDY 


FAMILY GROCERS 


WINE & SPIRIT MERCHANTS 
285 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 


Fine Wines for Medicinal Purposes a 

Specialty. na 

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 


GANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It ii sitively the only line from Toronto running the 
quteoned Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Parlor 
Cars, electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. — 

For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 


apply at the city ticket offices. 
wr P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger Agent, 

Corner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Toronto. 
Telephone Nos. 434 and 435. 


ANCHOR LINE 


ATLANTIC EXPRESS SERVICE 


—-— 


Liverpool via Queenstown 


— 


GLASGOW SERVICE 


Steamers every Saturday to Glasgow and 
Londonderry. 





For Rates, Plans and all information, apply to 


M. D. Murdoch & Co. 


AGENTS, 62 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


The Cunard SS. Line) 


in patronized by Toronto’s 


BEST SOCIETY 
Noted for Safety, Elegance and Speed 


A. F. WEBSTER 
Sole Agent 56 Yonge St 


TAYLOR & CO. 


ART TAILORS 
120: WEST KING ST. 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE ENTRANCE, 





Perfect Workmanship and Correct Style } 
of Dre:s for Gentlemen’s Wear at Reascnable 
Price3. Personal attention given to all patrons 
by our Mr. Charles M. Taylor. 





FRANK L. SANAGAN & CO. 
THE NOBBY TAILORS 


241 YONGE STREET 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
SUPERIOR | 


STAINED GLASS 4no WALL 


PAPER 
72 TO 76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 
TELEPHONE - - - 1112 





Trunks and Valises 
SATCHELS and PURSES 


Best Goods. Lowest Prices 


Cc. C. POMEROY 


49 King Street West TORONTO 


| Defective Feathers Re-maae into Handsome Feathers, Pom- 
| Poms, Aigrettes and Mounts. 
| the Late t French Styles and Colors. 


55 CENTS 


The sr 


all purchase amounting to 55c.— 
cents, for which a numbered re- | 
eipt or voucher is given, may win the | 
prize of the watch worth one thousand 
| 
| 
| 


dollars—=1( 4 Americans as well as Cana- 


dians will please note the fact 


This said 
watch is the finest in America as a mechani | 
al work of art. Send for circulars 


RUSSELL’S 


® King Street West, Toronto 


CANnbyY 


By MAIL AND EXPRESS 


IN 


2 Ilb., 4 Ib. and 5 Ib. Boxes | 


FROM 25c. TO 50c. PER LB. | 
and-made goods and fresh every day. 


These are all } 


HARRY WEBB, 477 Yonge St. | 


TORONTO 


Jas. Cox & SON | 


83 Yonge Street 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 


FOR BUNS, ROLLS, PASTRY, 
Cakes in Great Variety 9 
K S 


New Store 
Cor. Yonge and 
Edward Sts., 

and 160 Bay St. 

WEDDING CAKES A SPECIALTY 

Telephones— Yonge St., 1515; Bay St. 577 

EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 

and 138 Carlton Street 

Agents Scottish Union, Norwich Union, Accident Insurance. 

Telephone 1067 





Office Mail Building. Teronte. 


W. MICKLETHWAITE 
* PHOTOGRAPHER 


Out-door Views, Photo Engraving, Photographing on 
Zinc, Commercial Photography, Life-Size Gelatino- Bromide 
Enlargements, Photographing on Wood by Meadows’ Pro- 
cess. 


40 Jarv's Street, Toronto 


MOORE & CO. — 


Phototgraphers - 147 Yonge St., Toronto 





Views of T.ronto and Vicinity. Interior and 
Exterior Views of Dweliings. College 
and othe- Grouos a Specia ty. 


Mr. HAMILTON McCARTRHY, A.B.C.A., Sculptor 


Has removed to commodious premises on the ground floor 
of New Buildings on Lombard Street, immediately opposite 
Postoffice 


GUNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


JOHN P. MILL 


Watchmaker and Jeweler 





ialty. Special attention 
pairing 


4453 Yonge Street, opp. College Ave,, Toronto, 


Watches and Wedding Rings a 
to all kinds of 


THE HUB CAFE 


And MERCHANTS’ LUNCH COUNTER 
First-class in every respect. A specialty is the choice 
butter and the best meats procurable. All the delicacies of 
the season and prompt attendance. Private dining-room 
up-stairs. Reading and smoking rooms attached. 


12 Colborne St.. W. R. BINGHAM, PROP. 


= M. McCONNELL - 
46 and 48 King Street East. 
Commendador Port Wine in cases and bulk. Family 
trade a specialty. Agent fot the celebrated Moet and Chan- 
don ‘‘ White Sl,” George Gourlet and other leading brands 
of Champagne. Over half a million imported cigars always 
in stock. Trade supplied at bottom prices. 


THE JEWELL RESTAURANT 





Jordan Street 
HARRY MORGAN Proprietor 
The Leading Restaurant for Toronto City Merchants. 


Game in season always on the bill of fare. ’ 
First-class Reading and Smoking Rooi.s, supplied with 
all the daily papers. 


Grand Opera Sample Room 


The choicest lines of WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS. 
FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT in connection. 


D. SMALL, Proprie‘or. 





CONFEDERATION 
Life Association 
TORONTO. 


F..H. SE RTON 
DENTIST 


172 Yonge Street, next door to R, Simpson’s 
Dry Goods Store 


OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 
OMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 


Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Crowns and Sections. 
Also Continuous Gum Sets. All operations known to 
modern dentistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 


Yonge Street Arcade - - 
Telephone 1846 


EETH WITH OR 
WITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton 7. Toronto 


New Process—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 
a specialty. 





Room B 









Telephone 3031 


Mr. HIPKINS 
DENTIST 


ROCMS, No. 1 COLLEGE AVENUE 
(Over Wood’s Drug Store, cor. Yonge street.) 








& ANY 


BREAKFAST TIME. 




















Bronze Medal 1884. —GOLD MEDALIST,—Gold Medal 1885 
| 
' 


OSTRICH FEATHER DYERS,| 


The most reliable place in the City to have Broken and 





Feathers Shaded or Dyed in 


TURNER & BUTLER, 80 Bay Street (west side, 
near Wellington) Toronto. 


M®*ss PLUMMER | 
MODISTE | 
53 GLOUCESTER STREET 
MRS. MILLER 
(LATE OF 100 YONGE ST.) 


Modiste, Dress 2 Mantle Maker 


HAS REMOVED TO 


AND 


207 GPADINA AVENUE 
’ - seiner) 


DRESSMAKERS’ NEW 
TAILOR SYSTEM OF 
SQUARE MEASURE- 
“WENT, (late Prof. Moody’s). 
srafte direct without paper 
patterns. J.& A CaRTER, 
Practical Dressmakers and 
Williners, 372 Yonge street, ; 
Toronto. 

Agents wanted. 











FASHIONABLE 
MILLINERY | 
ESTABLISHMENT 


251 Yonge Street 
TORONTO 


Coppers for Exchange 


| 
MISS A TBS 
| 











Merchants and others requiring coppers for change can | 


always be supplied if they will call at or address. | 


“SATURDAY NIGHT,” City. 





The Home Savings & Lean Co. Ltd. | 


OFFICE: 72 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO | 
to loan on Mortgage—small and large | 


$500,00 sums. Reasonable rates of interest 


and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged. 
HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President Manager. 


THOMAS MOFFATT 


FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 


1956 YONGE STREET, TORONTO | 
THIRD DOOR NORTH OF ALBERT HALL. 


H. & 0. Blatchford 


NEW, ELEGANT AND POPULAR 


American Boots and Shoes 


AND 
‘EVENING SLIPPERS 


In all Varieties, Sizes 
and Widths now on 
hand. 
















“a 38 Zul 
68 P Ls 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 





IM- 


E HAVE OPENED UP OUR 
MENSE Stock of Ladies’ Fine Kid Shoes. 
328 YONGE STREET 


Examinations, Oral or Written. 
MRS, MENDON, 236 McCaul Street. 


(fice of the Superintendent of Insurance 


OTTAWA, 8th February, 1889. 
OTICE IS HEREBY GIVEN THAT 


the Commercial Travellers’ Mutual Benefit Society, 
having complied with the requirements of the Insurance 
Act, has this day received a certificate of registration there- 
under and is permitted to transact the business of Life As- 
surance on the assessment plan in tae Dominion of Canada. 
James Sargent is Chief Agent for the Society, and the head 
office is established at the City of Toronto. 

W. FITZGERALD, 
Superintendent of Insurance 





NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO. 


Head Offices 22 to 28 King Street West, Toronto 
Issues all approved forms of Life and Endowment Policies 
and Annuities. 
Hon. A. MACKENzI£, M.P., Pres.; Hom. 4. Morris and J. L. 
BLAIKIE, Vice-Presidents ; Wm. McCanxz, Man’g Director. 


KINDLING WOOD---SOLID PINE 


$2.00 
00 





13 Crates . - . 

- Summer Wood $2.25 per eo 

233 Queen St. West, late 56 Adelaide St. West 
R. Truax 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


Under Government Patronag:. Ilead Offices, Temple 
Building, Montreal. 





Legitimate detective work done at reasonable rates and 
perf. rmed in an honorable manner. Nothing done that in 
any way interferes with the marital relations. 

JOHN A. GROSE, 
Manager. 


Charles Brown, 


Nos. 35 and 38 
KING ST. WEST 


f) en 


tox 1999, Montreal 











1 gar |; . 
fae) Coupes 75c. 
JSR) Carriages $1 


Telephone 123. 


DON'T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 


Our process is giving such sati: faction that it is starting 
up worthless imitations -beware of them. Carpets con- 
signed to us from the country will receive prompt attention. 


| TORONTO CARPET AND PLUSH RENOVO CO, 


389 1-2 Yonge Street, 
BELEIL MOUNTAINS 


ST. HILAIRE, P.Q. 


THE IROQUOIS HOUSE 


GRE .TLY IMPROVED. 
JUNE Isr, 





Will open for the season about 
Wr.te for Descriptive Circular. 


. ay B. F. Campbell, Managing Director. 
NEW FICTION 
Marvellously Low Prices 


** How I Escaped,” edited by the author of “Mr. 





Barnes of New York,” at 25 certs; ** John Bodwin’'s 
Testimony.” by Muiry Hallock Foote, at 30 cents; and 
**The Battle of the Swash and the Capture of 
Canada,” by Samue) Barton, and under same cover Dr. 
W. George Beers’ celebrated speech at Syracuse, for 26 
centa, The above are all from the press of 


J. THEO. ROBINSON, Publisher 
MONTREAL. 


Ask for th. m at your bookseller’s. 


HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS 
WATER COLORS 
CRAYONS 









New and Popular 
OPAL AND IVORINE 


Portraits a Specialty. Instructions Given. For 
Specimens, Terms, &c., call at 


46 McGILL STREET, TORONTO 


HENRI DE BESSE, Violinist 

(Formerly with Prof. Hubert Leonard, of Paris, and 
Concert-master Edmund Singer, of the Royal Conservatory 
of Music at Stuttgart, lately first Professor of the Violin at 
the New York Conservatories of Music), will receive pupils 
in all branches of violin playing; also for the pianoforte 
from the beginning to the highest proficiency, after Paris. 
and Stuttgart methods. For terms apply at studio and 
residence, No. 179 Church Street. 


MB J. W. F. HARRISON | — 


Organist of St. Simon’s Church and Musical Director of the 
Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 


94 Gloucester Street 


(LATE OF THE ROYAL 

e e , Conservatoire, Leipzig, 

Germany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 


MISS LIZZIE HIGGINS | 


Late of Reyal Conservatorium, Leipzig, Germanp 





Teacher of Piano-forte, Harmony, Counterpoint, &c., at the 
Toronto College of Music, is prepared to receive pupile 
for private instruction at her residence, 


__16 CLARENCE SQUARE 
PERCY V. GREENWOOD > 
Organist All Saints’ Church, Teacher of Music. Three 


manual organ for practise. Address 239 Sherbourne etreet. 
Telephone 1,775. 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


142 Carlton Street Opposite the Gardens 


This is a Private School, patronized by the best 
families in the city. The principal teacher who has had 
charge of the school for the past four years is a German, 
educated in his native country, and has had thirty years 
experience as a teacher of music in the United States and 
Canada. Mechanical playing of scales and exercises retards 
the intellectual part of Piano instructior, which is the foun- 
dation of a thorough and lasting education. By our method 
we overcome this difficulty without sacrificing technical 
proficiency. Thorough work guaranteed from the lowest 
to the highest yvrade. Private instruction at pupil’s resi- 
denceif preferred. For information address the Principal, 


€. FARRINGER: 


of Music, Vocal, In- 
strumenta! and The 
oretical, by except- 
manual Pipe Organ Organ School 
and capacious Music Hall. Students of Orchestral Instruments 
have the special advantage of practical experience in an orchestra 
throughly practical, whether for professional or amateur students, 
All Students participate FREE in concerts and lectures on har- 
mony, acoustics and all other subjects necessary to a proper mu- 


Thorough instruct- 
of Music 

ionally well qualified 
of sixty performers, Vocal Students take part in a Ee chorus, 
sical education, TERMS:—Class or private tuition, $5 to $30. 


fon in every branch 

eorkers, Lae o and Orchestral and 
gaining experience in Oratorio and classical works, ll courses. 
F. H. Torrington, Director, 12-14 Pembroke St., TORONTO 





Toronto Conservatory of Music 


Hon. G. W. Allan, President 
OVER 600 PUPILS FIRST SEASON 


50 TEACHERS g Virtually all departments of Music 
@ taught from beginning to graduation, 
including piano, vocal art, orcan, violin, sight-singing, harmony, 
etc.; alsoelocution, Certificates and Diplomas, 
Tuition, $5 and upwards per term. Both class and private 
instruction. Pupils may enter at any date and are only charged 
sroportionately, Board and room provided. FREE ADe= 
Va NTAGES: E ementary harmony and violiy instruction, 
lectures, concerts, recitals,etc, Calendar giving fuilinformation. 
mailed on application. 
There being private schools bearing names somewhat similar, 
it is particularly requested that ail correspondence for t! 
Conservatory be addressed 
EDWARD FISHER, Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Ave. TORONTO, 


J.W.L. FORSTER ART 


PORTRAITS 
Studio - 81 King St. East 
PRIVATE €CHOOL FOR BOYS 
Ontario Academy, 47 Phoebe Street 
Careful tuition and training for commercial life or the 
various professions. 
Private tuition for students in the evening. Send for 


R. W. DILLON, M.A., 
Principal. _ 








prospectus. 


- Claxton’s 





63 King Street West 
WHALEY, ROYCE & C0, 
MUSIC DEALERS 


288 Yonge St , Toronto 


MANUFACTURERS OF THE 


“IMPERIAL” — CORNETS 


The best in the world, as used by 
MESSRS. CLARKE and BAUGH 
Canada’s greatest cornet soloist and 
endorsed by JULES LEVY. 
Everything in the music line and 
at the right prices. All the later 
publications in stock. Publishers c 












New Sacred Songs 


GARDEN OF PRAYER---F and G 


By VERNON REV , 


KING DAVID’S LAMENT---D and F 


By FRANK SWIFT. 


Price 50 Cents Each 


TORONTO 


EDWIN ASHDOWN 


89 Yonge Street, and London, Eng. 
Walnut, Mahogany Oherry, Birch, 


Flooring, Shingles, Lath, Lignum- 
vite, Boxwood and Mouldings. 


HILLOCK & KENT, Albert Street 


B. McBRIDE 


. BARRISTER, SOLICITOR &c. 
Room ©. 16 Victoria street, T r nto. 
Money to loan 
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Later Musical Notes. 





On Thursday evening the Charity Concert in 
aid of the Hospital for Sick Children was given 
in the Pavilion and was wellattended. Heintz- 
man’s Band made its* first public .appearance 
under the direction of Mr. Baugh, and the ex- 
cellence of its playing was a genuine surprise. 
It is a large, fairly balanced band, ard plays 
with truthful intonation and in good artistic 
style. It is, perhaps, lacking in mellowness of 
tone, but in this respect it will probably im- 
prove in time, as Mr. Baugh has developed 
thorough talent as aconductor. It gave a fine 
rendering of a selection from Gounod’s Faust, 
and showed itself capable of performing with 
considerable variations of tone and speed, some 


fine climaxes being obta'ned. The characteris- 
tic pieces, Hunting Scene arnd_ Burlesque 
Ronde were well rendered. Mr. Baugh gave 
a pleasing cornet solo and Mr. Holderness 
contributed a clarionet solo in good style. Mrs. 
Caldwell sang the favorite Carneval de Venice 
with brilliant and facile execution, and in the 
Rainy Day- she sang with great pathos and 
depth of expression. As an encore she sang a 

retty little song, A Sad Disappointment. r 
Warrington sang two songs, of which The 
Three Fishers was exceedingly well sung, and 
he sang, In response to a recall, A Nautical 
Song, in his happiest style. Mr. Dent sang 
My Pretty Jane in good style, and was encored. 

METRONOME, 





A great many of the ladies and gentlemen of 
this city, intending to visit the great Paris 
Exhibition, are following the special courses 
instituted to this effect by the Berlitz School of 
Languages, 81 King street east. 








Recipe for Cleaning Glass, Silver, Nickle 
and Tinware. 


Three‘ounces washing soda, dissolved in one- 
half pint hot water, add one tablespoonful of 
ammonia, thicken with whitening and let dry ; 
rub on with damp cloth. Also use Nonsuch 
stove polish; no labor, no dust, Use Mirror 
stovepipe varnish ; no smell or smoke. Manu- 
factured by the Nonsuch Stove Polish Co., 
London, Ont. 





The Ocean Record. 


Oace more the time taken for passage across 
the Atlantic has oeen reduced and the pennant 
for the fastest ship has been transferred to the 
City of Paris, which arrived in New York on 
Wednesday in 5 days, 23 hours, 7 minutes, 
tne fastest trip ever made. The Inman Line 
now stands at the top of the Ocean tree. 





The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 

BE\TCY—Oa May 1, at Brampton, Mrs. Henry Beatty— 
a daughter. 

COLE —Oa May 3, at Toronto, Mrs. Thos. S Cole—a son. 

MAC 1GY—Qn April 27, at Toronto, Mes. Geo. A. MacAgy 
—-a son 

TAYLOR —On April 22, at Toronto, Mrs. John Taylor— 
a daughter. 

TR) WELL—On May 1, at Toronto, Mrs. J. V. Trowell— 
ason 

WILD ¢—O. April 27, at Sault Ste. Marie, Ont., Mrs. John 
A, Wiide—a son. 

SAILSBURY—On May 4, at Toronto, Mrs. E. J. Sailsbury 
—a daughter. . 

HEWSON—9Oa. April 25, at Penetanguishene, Mrs. W. H. 
H-wson—a daughter. 

MOON —Oa May 1, at Halifax, Mrs. Robert Moon—a son. 

TAYLOR —Oa May 3, at Toronto, Mrs. Joseph Taylor—a 
daughter. 

WILLIAMS —9n April 24, at Toronto, Mrs. R. Wiiliams— 
a daughter. 

WHITE—Oa May 5, at Toronto, Mrs. Aubrey White—a 
daughter. 

FLEMING —Oa May 5, at Ceaigleith, Mrs. Henry Fleming 
—& 800 

MACTAViSH—Ona May 3, at Park Hill, Ont., Mrs. A. A. 
Mictavish—a daughter. 

S{@PSON —Oa May 5, at Toronto, Mrs. Wm. Simpson— 
4:0. 

[IRWIN —On April 39, at Toronto, Mra. W. J. Irwin—a 
daughter. 

ED VAR93—O1 May 7, at Lambton Mills, Mrs. Thomas 
Elwards—a son. 








Marriages. 

B)HN—-MEWBURN —Oa May 1, at Louisville, Kentucky, 
D:. J Boha of Monticells, [Miaois, to Annie Chilton Mew- 
burn of Toronto. 

McDO VALD — McMURRICH —O1 May 2, at Toronto, 
Alexvider McDonald to Mrs. S. McMurrich. 

PEATLLE—MORISON—Ona April 30, at Montreal, John 
Hugh Peattie of Toronto, to Annie Simpson Morison. 

SPRY —WHITEUVEY—On April 30, at Toronto, George 
Frederick Spry to Lillian Whiteley. 

BAMPO&D—ODELL —On April 25, at Sherbrooke, Que., 
his Blackley Bamford of Elora, Out., to Henriette 
Odell 

TROTTER—HARRIS—On May 2, at Toronto, John Alex 
Trotter to Jennie A Harris of Bobcaygeom 

GILLIES—DOHERTY—On May 1, at Scarboro, John 
Struthers Gillies of King, to Maggie Doherty of Scarboro. 

BUCHN ALL—SMITH—On May 4, at Toronto, John Loyd 
Buchoall of Millwoo4, Manitoba, to Isabel [rene Smith. 

COOKRE—PATERSON—On May 4, Arthur S. Cooke of 
Chica,o, (IL, to Agnes M. (Attie) Paterson of Streétsville. 

O'HAR\—BENNET&l—Oa May 7, at Buffato, Henry 
0 Hara of Toronto, to Bell S. Bennett. 











THE 


GrandOpera House 


O, B. SHEPPARD MANAGER 


Monday, Tuesday, & Wednesday Evne’s 
May 13, 14 and 15 
A TRIUMPHAL TOUR 


America’s Representative Comedian 


SOL SMITH 


FIRST VISIT TO CANADA 


TORONTO 





AMERICA AND EUROPE 


They stand peerless in culture and talent. Equally effec- 
tive in classic music and weird plantation melody. 
Popular Prices. Reserved Seats 50c. 
| 


Plan of Pavilion opens at Nordheimers’ Thursday, 9th 


ITALIAN SOCIETY 


inst., at 10 a.m 
CANADIAN 
CHRISTOFORO COLUMBO 


Supported by a Superb Company, under the Management 
ef FRED G. BERGER, ia his New Comedy 


A POOR 
RELATION 


Written by EDWARD E. KIDDER 





(accompanist), Signor F. D'Auria, conductor. 


General admission, 25c. 





A Poem of Laughter and Tears 
The Eminent Comedian’s Masterpiece 


CELEBRATED PAINTINGS 


Both ancient and modern, in different sizes, by the 





What Booth is to tragedy, Russell is to 
comedy.—St. Louis Chronicle, 





OFFICE FOR CANADA: 
36 King Street East - - 
Catalozue of subjects 25c. Call and see samples. 
FAVO#tITH STHAMER 


Seats Now on Sale at Box Office 
M™E PAUL JULIEN 


The Distinguised Musician and Vocal Teacher 
from Paris and New York 


Will reside in Toronto through the spring and summer 
months, and is now ready to receive pupils in all branches 
of musical instruction. 






For particulars apply to 


A. & 8S. NORDHEIMER, King Street, 
and SUCKLING & SONS, Yonge Street, Toronto. _ 


The Light Running Domestic 
SEWING MACHINE 


THE STAR THAT LEADS THEM ALL 


It stands at the head inimitable by all. Equalled by 
none. The most Simple, Durah’e, and Best Machire to | 
buy. “Twenty-six years before the people. First to use a | 
large Bobbin and Self-threading Cylinder Shuttle, | 


Office---679 Queen Street West 


Immediately west of Bathurst Street. 


R. C. WILLIAMSON 


SEASON 





St. Catharines, Niagara Falls, Buffalo, New York, etc. 





| t excursion parties. Season tickets for sale 
W. A. GEDDES, A. W. HEPBURN, 
| Agent. Manager. — 


THE WORLD TYPEWV RITER 


vif AOIYd 





Writes Easily 35 to 40 Words Per Minute 


Simple, practica), durable typewriter. It never gets out 
of order. No instruction required. Can be carried in the 
satchel and used on the cars. All professional and busi- 


WILLIAM SHORE 
OPTICI AN ness men need it Call and see it, or send for circular, 
mentioring this paper. The Typewriter Improve- 


Spectacles Carefully Adjusted to the Sight. ment Co., Boston, Mass Branch Otfice—7 Adelaide 
’ Concave (Near-Sighted Lenses). St. East, Toronto. Copying done at three cents per hun- 


364 1-2 Yonge Street Toronto | dred words. 





GRAND OPERA HOUSE 


Friday and Saturday Evenings and Saturday Matinee 
May 17 and 1|8 


GRAND PRESENTATION BY THE HARMONY CLUB 


OF GILBERT & SULLIVAN’S COMIC OPERA 


THE PIRATES OF PENZANCE 


BY PERMISSION OF R. DOYLE CARTE 
AS PRODUCED AT THE SAVOY THEATER, LONDON, 


IN AID OF THE ORPHANS’ HOME AND THE HOME FOR INCURABLES 


Original Costumes and Special Scenery 
DRAMATIS PERSON E 





MUMFORD —McCORMICK—On April 30, at Newmarket, | Major General Stanley ...........+.+eeee Mr. Grant Stewart Ruth, a private maid of all work ........ .Miss Marie Strong 
J. Harry Mumford of Toronto, to Maria J. M-Cormick of The Pirate King........ccesscccscccesers Mr. W. R. Moffatt Edith, General Stanley's daughter bios: 6 Miss Maude Gilmour 
Newmariet. Samuel, his lieutenant ............656 Mr. George Dunstan Kate, General Stanley daughter ... Miss Florence Stewart 

Frederick, a pirate apprentice........... Mr. T. 0. Beddoe Isabel, General Stanley’s daughter....... Miss Maud Birchall 
..Mr. J. A. Macdonald AGNES THOMSON............ ree Mabel 





Deaths. 


BATE3—Oa May 2, at Toronto, Mrs, Mary Jane Bates, 
agel65 years. 

DAWKINS—Oa May 2, at Toronto, John Dawkins, aged 
67 years 

D\CK —Oa May 3, at Toronto, William Dack. 
GRESNWOOD—On May 2, at West Toronto Junction, 
Alios Marvy Greenwood. 

PEMBER—On May 3, at Toronto, Lena Henrietta Pem- 
ber, aged 14 months. 
: PO? TAM—On May 2, at Milliken’s Corners, Mrs. R. B. 
Pophan 

RODUY—On May 3, at Toronto, Mrs. Jane Thompson 
Ro ldy, aged 80 years. 





HODGES—On May 3, at Newcastle, Hiram Hodges, 
aged Ss years. 

GORUAM—On March 21, at London, England, Mrs. 
Helen Gorham aged 87 years. 


_ AM i} -On May 4, at Brampton, Jane Evans Lamb, aged 
4+ Years 
WO) —Oa May 5, st Toronto, infant son of Alexander 
ani Sirah Wood, aged 7 weeks. 
ALLEN—Oa May 5, at Newton Brook, Mrs. E. Allen, 
aged 7) ) ears, 
BEDFORD-JONES—On May 3, at Napanee, Percival 
Lanston Bedford-Jones, aged 11 years. 
MERCER -On May 5, at Toronto, Robert H. Mercer. 
DUTHIE—On April 28, killed at Hamilton, William 
Dithie and Katherine Wilson Duthie. 
BAKER —4t Buffalo, N. ¥., W. H. Baker, aged 67. 
HAM{LTJIN—On May 4, at St. Thomas, Thomas Hamil- 
ton of Toronto. 
MELVILLE—Ona May 5, at Toronto, Rev. Henry Melville, 
aged (0 yeara, 
yy HILL P3S—On May 5, a5 Toronto, Joseph Phillips, aged 
» Vears, 
DODGSONV—On May 4, at Toronto, Mra. Margaret Dodg- 
801, aged 75 years. 
MARSHALL—Oa May 3, at Toronto, James Marshall, 
aged 27 years, 
, BOOTH—On May 5, at Toronto Island, Leona Booth, aged 
~" Vears, 
Sa )DEN—On May 6, at Toronto, Margaret Noden, aged 77 
ears 
ue -Oa May 5, at Orillia, Mrs. Matilda King, aged 77 
years 
_ JEFFREY—On May 5, at Stratford, Mra. Wi liam Jeffrey, 
jr 
McCORMACK—On May 2, at Chico, Cal., James Harvey 
McCormack, aged 38 years. 
YARWOOD—On April 25, at St. Thomas, E. M. Yarwood 
aged uy years, 
MALONE —At Toronto, Joun Malone, aged 24 years. 
LIVINGSTON—On May 7, at Toronto, James Gorden 
lV inyston 
GRAY—Oa May 8, at Gray’s Mills, Mrs. J. M. Gray. 
ee -On May 8, at Whitby, James R. Cron, aged 28 
years 


HOWELL—On Myy 8, at Whitby, Henry Howell, aged 74 


INMAN LINE 


'700 Engagements have been made for the 
CITY OF PariS! 


Early application for berths is necessary to secure pas- 
Sages this summer. 


BARLOW CUMBFRLAND, Agent 


72 YONGE STREET, TORONTO. | 





_—_—— 





‘Grand Chorus---40 Voices 






Sergeant of Police 
Orchestra---20 Selected Musicians 
Mr. E. C. Rutherford, Stage Manager. 


MR. A. J. HOLLYER, 
Hon. Secretary. 


Sig. P’Auria, Musical Director. 


MR ALSERT NORDHEIMER, MR. GEO. DUNSTAN, 
Hon, President. Hon. Treasurer. 


JUCH - PEROTT! FESTIVAL CONCERTS 


HORTICULTURAL PAVILION 


ON 





ONE PRICE ONLY 


Friday Evening, May 31 
Saturday Afternoon, June 1; $1.00 
Saturday Evening, June | ) No Extra Charge for Reserved Seats 


Plan opens at Messrs. Nordheimars’ to subscribers only May 20, and to the 
general public May 21 





The Grand Trunk and Canatian Pacific Railways will run excursions from all points to Toronto and return at a fare 
and a third on condition that a party of ten or more come from the same city or town. 


Among the artists that are en ed for these three Grand Festival Concerts are MISS 
EMMA J CH. the distinguished aioe donna; JULES PERO ITI, the famous tenor ; MISS 
ADELE AUS DER OHE, the eminent solo pianiste ; TERESE HERBERT-F OERS TER, dramatic 
soprano; HELENE VON DOENTTOFF, prima donna contralto ; GUISEPPE CAMI INANI, 
the eminent baritone; VICTOR HERBERT, the great solo cellist ; MAX BENDIX, the well. 
known solo violinist ; and a grand orchestra of forty eminent musicians, under the leadership of 
the distinguished Boston musician, CARL ZERROMN. 


For Further Information See Daily Papers, &c., &c. 


EVERYDA 





SOAP 


REGISTERED 


Famous Tennesseeans’ 


Thursday & Friday, May 18 & 17 


No other colored vocalists have so high a reputation in both 


FIRST ANNUAL CONCERT 
Association Hall, Monday Evn’g, May 13 


ARTISTES—Mrs. Clara E. Shilton, Miss Eveline Severs, 
Miss H. A. Mills, Mr. E. W. Schuch, Mr. Grant-Stewart. 
Conservatory String Quartette Club, Madame Boucher 


Plans now open at Nordh.imers’. Reserved seats, 0c. 


| PHOTOGRAPH REPRODUCTIONS 


SOULE PHOTO. CO. OF BOSTON 


Toronto 


‘EMPRESS OF INDIA 


Leaves Geades’ Whart, Toroute, dally at 3.40 p.m., [or 


Close connections, quick time, choice of routes, low rates 












WHEELER & WILSON MANUPACTURING: 0 


See the No.9 and No. 12 Sewing 
Machines 


THE PRACTICAL RESULTS OF 50 YEARS’ EXPERIENCE 


The light running, high arm and noiseless No. 9 Wheeler & Wilson Sewing Machine, 
for elegance of design, excellence of workmanship, simplicity and durabi ity, and for all 
family purposes, has no equal. 


We invite inspection of manufacturers and others, interested in first-class sewing machinery, to our No. 12 and D12 
Machines. Also our Automatic Button-Hole Machine, with automatic cutter combined. Estimates furnished for com- 
plete sewing machine plant for any branch of manufacturing. 

Special sewing machinery of all kinds supplied to order. Needles and attachments for all kinds of work. 


WHEELER & WILSON MANUF’G CO. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICE FOR ONTARIO—266 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 
Telephone 277 GEO. BARRETT, Manager.. 


GIGANTIC SALE 
M’KEOWN & COMPANY 


Having purchased at 52 1-2c. on the dollar a large portion of 
the Wholesale Stock of Charles Morton & Co., of Mont- 
real, who are retiring from business, wi'l offer for 
the next fifteen days this Gigantic Purchase along 
with our own Valuable Stock of New Goods, 
imported for this season’s trade at a 


TREMENDOUS REDUCTION 


AS WE MUST CLEAR THESE GOODS OUT AT ONCE 








Bargains in Every Department. New Goods at Less 
than Bankrupt Prices. 


Black and Culored Silks and Satins, 45c., 50c.,, Great Bargains in Silk, Taffeta and Kid Gloves, 


and 75¢. Cetton, Lisle and Cashmere Hosiery, 
Lovely Striped Dress Goods, 7c., 10c., 124c., Ladies’ and Children’s Underwear, &c., &c. 
and 15c. BARGAINS IN MEN’'s FURNISHINGS. 


Plain Ali woo! Dress Goods. New Colors, 73c., 


10c., 124¢., 15¢ , 20. and 25¢. LACES AND TRIMMINGS 


Double widtn (42 inches wide) Foule Cloth, An enormous offering in Black and Colored 


30c., 45e. and 50c. Laces, lc.. 3c., 5c. and 10c. a d 
: ; , ‘ . saces, le., » 5C. . @ yard, worth 
All-wool Henrietta Cloths (44 inches wide) 45-., 10c. to 25c. White and Colored Embroid- 


50c. and 65c. : ' 
‘ eries, le., 3c., 5¢c., 8c., 10c. and 125c.—some 
Che cheapest Black Cashmeres ever offered, at of these goods were 40c. a yard. A large 


20¢., 25¢c., 30c., 40c, 45¢. up. ; stock of Dress Buttons, a 2 doz. card for 
Black all-wool and Silk. Wrap Henriettas, 75c., 5c.; Dress Trimmings, Handkerchiefs. Cor- 


80c., 90c. and $1. up. sets, Collars and Cuffs, and hundreds of 
sige oe on 5c., 6c., 7c., 8c. and 9c., other bargains in this department. 
New Chambrays, 10c., 124c., 15¢.. 20c., 25c. 
Immense Drives in Grey and White Cottons, MANTLES AND PARASOLS 
Table Linens, Sheetings, Shirtings, White A large stock of Mantles, Jackets, Jerseys, 
Quilts, Lace Curtains, Cretonne, Shaker Umbrellas, Parasols, &c. A Good Um- 
Flannels, Grey and White Flannels, etc. brella 25c. up. 

Ladies, this is the Most Gigantic Sale of New and Fashionable Goods 
ever offered to the Toronto Public, and we cordially invite you to come 
and look through, whether you intend purchasing or not, confident you 
will be delighted with the Bargains shown ycu. 


MKEOWN & COMPANY 


S2 Yonge Street 
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Stove | and Supply Co. 


Toronto Gas 
C. A. PEARSON - - 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


GAS COOKING AND HEATING STOVES 


DEALERS IN 


Gas Grate Fires, Lamps and Gas Appliances Generally 
REMOVING TO 203 YONGE STREET - - TORONTO 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


Proprietor 





The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac- 
320mpanies each Piano. 





Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guar- 
antee of the excellence 
of their instruments. 


| Illustrated Catalogue 
/ free on application 


Warerooms, 117 King Street W., Toronto. 
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Out of Town. 


BARRIE. 

Ovenden, the handsome residence of Mr. 
John Strathy, presented a very gay and brilli- 
ant Mg Sy te on Wednesday evening, May 1, 
when Mrs. Strathy gave an At Home for her 
many friends. More than one hundred availed 
themselves of this pleasure. Mrs. Strathy re- 
ceived her guests in her usual charming man- 
ner. Mr. Straithy made a perfect host, and was 
indefatigable during the evening in entertain- 
ing the guests. It would be difficult to give a 
complete list of those present, so I will men- 
tion those whom I noticed: Lady Kortright, 
Dr. and Mrs. Grasett of Toronto, Col. and Mrs. 
O'Brien, Capt. and Mrs. Whish, Col. and Mrs, 
Grasett of Toronto, Judge Boys and Mrs. Boys, 
Mrs. Arthur Grasett of Toronto, Mrs. Andros, 
Dr. and Mrs. McCarthy, Mr. and Mrs, D, Spry, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Morgan, Mr. and Mrs. Dick- 
inson, Mr. and Mrs. Geo. Raikes, Mr. and Mrs, 
S. Lount, Mr. and Mrs. J. Sanford, Mrs. J. 
Ardagh, Mr. and Mrs. Henry Strathy, Mr. and 
Mrs, Jeffry McCarthy, Mr. and Mrs, C. Hewson, 
Miss Hewett, the Misses Foster, Miss Koriright, 
Mr. and Mrs. McKeggie, Mr. and Mrs. Spottor, 
Mr. and Mrs. Cotter, Mrs. McLaren of Hamil- 
ton, Mrs. Bird, Mr. and Mrs. Radenburst, Mrs, 
C. Thompson, Mr. and Mrs. J. Mockeridge, Mr. 
L. Beatty, Mrs. Schrieber, Mrs. Bridges, Mrs. 
Glynn, Mr. and Mrs, Barwick, Mrs. Murphy, 
Miss M. Ardagh, Mr. A. P. Ardagh, Miss 
Schrieber, Mr. B. Schrieber, Mr. A. Strathy of 
Toronto, Miss Way. Miss Strathy of Toronto, 
Mr. Gifford of Toronto, Miss Morgan of Toronto, 
Miss Hillary of Aurora, Mr. W. Spry and Miss 
Spry, Mr. Hornsby and Mr. Hornsby, Miss 
Mason, Miss Birdie Mason, Miss Stewart, Mr. 
W. Campbell and Miss Campbell, Miss Cotter, 


Mr. E. Mitchell, Mr. T. R. Boys and Miss | 


Boys, Mr. F. H. Lauder, Mr. Charles Ardagh, 
Miss Bird and Miss Helen Bird, Mr. A. Giles, 
Mr. Lief, Mr. Coffee, the Misses Forsyth, 
Miss Murphy, Mrs. Holmes, Dr. W. A. 
Ross, Mr. T. R. Ferguson, Mr. W. Came- 
ron, Mr. T. and the Misses Baker, Mr. A. 
and Miss Dyment, Mr. R. Andros, Mr, H. 
MeVittie, Mr. L. McCarthy, Mr. Fairbairn, Mr. 


F. and Miss Stevenson, Mr. Gillett, Mr. Esten, | 
Mr. E. Rogerson, Miss Esten of Toronto, Mr. | 
C. H. Crease, Mr. P. Kortright, Mr. Bridges, | 
Mr. E. R. Morton, Mr. Strathy of Toronto. The | 


music for dancing was furnished by a string 


band, which was kept up until the early morn. | 


Ca;tain Andros, has returned home after 
spending severe! months in the Old Country. 
Senator and Mrs, Gowan sailed for Europe 


recently ; the irmany friends wish them bun | 


voyage. MCULAIRE, 


— +. - _ 


Conciliatory. 


! 


Alcohol-scented Voice—Dear ! 

Angry One, with broom— Well ? 

A. S. V. (neekly )— Would you be kind enough 
to go up in my study and get that two hunéred 
dollars that you will find in my wallet to bnv 
that dinner dress you asked me for?—N, } 


Life. 


PACIFIC 
RAILWAY 


QUEEN'S 
BIRTHDAY 


1 be sold at 


SINGLE FARE 
lay May 24, 1889, good to retura until May 25, 
and at 


FARE AND ONE-THIRD 


Ma and 24, good to return until May 27, ’S9. 


L 


ehased at the Com- 


East, Toronto 


as regards qu: 
son and fer lov 


OAK HALL, 115 to 121 King st, 


Our Assortment of Boys’ Suits 


this Spring excells bot 
style of any previous sea 


is ne comparison. 


WILLIAM RUTHERFORD  —_ Manager 


ATCHE 


In GOLD, SILVER and FILLED CASE | 
at Rock Bottom Prices 


GEo. E.. TROREY 
Manufacturing Jeweler 


61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Stree 





FUR 


FORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, 


Four a — ‘rerorsen) Latest American Styles 


ve SS As ce" BN THY AND THREE PIBCE SUITS 


ARE DOING Pe B's =9 ye “Say. er 
Family Sewing ta 2 | i MANUFACTURED AND CUT ON THE PREMISES. 


The Singer Our Boys’ I epartment just now is occupying a very prominent 
My Manufacturing place in our business.- We show a range of styles and prices eqtal 

Improved ) = TU BD) , C in every particular to the largest American clothiers of the da 
So ae ompany | As a special indu t for the pl twing 
- en — pecial inducement for the pleasure of the boys I am giving 
Singer _——’,'- plieaaa) — ey. - No. 66 away to every purchaser of a Boy’s Suit from $2.50 up, a bea utiful 

| King St. West Baseball Bat and Ball. 
Also, just in hand a fine assortment ‘lof Boys’, Hats, compr ising 
Toronto all the latest shapes in Turbans, Knockabouts and Polos. Boys’ 
Ont. Velvet Caps and Hats for 35c. sold elsewhere for 50c. 


P. JAMIESON: 
THE BOYS’ CLOTHIER 
COR. YONGE anp QUEEN STS. 
THE GOLDEN LION 


Mantles and Dress Goods 


’ ’ nS. 4 A Spring Stcck which for quality, quantity and 
f pees 4. | — \" variety surpasses anything we have 
aR ee ee oe ——— ever previously shown. 


FiNE TWEED JACKETS --From $3 


\( 
up. Some made with cloth vests, scme Nw 











Family 








~ ao 


without. Large collection to choose 
from. 


RICHLY BRAIDED SPRING PALE- 
TOTS AND DOLMANS --- Black and 
| Colors, all the new shades. 


| POINT APPLIQUE BRAIDED UL- 
| STER3--A cable repeat s-cures us a 
second supply --$ 5 up Open to-cay. 


BLACK BRAIDED SHORT DOL- 
| MANS---The same cable repeat replen 
|ishes th: stock; plenty now at $12 and 
upwards. 


| JACQUARD COMBINATIONS, 
| PLAIN MA’ ERIAL AND FLOWERED 
| - Cos umes in this style already made 
| up, and the material as well, both plain 
| and figu'ed. Ali the new colors repre- 
isented. Nothingnewer. Nothing more 
fashionable. 


R. WALKER & SONS 


| King Street East 





| 
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“MENDELSSOHN PIANO GCO'Y 


MANUFACTURERS 


HIGH-CLASS PIANOS 


STAUNTON & CO | 
4% KING ST. WesT Toronto 


NS oS Nee ee 8 
, 


Unequalied in Elegance of 
Construction and Beauty 
of Finish. 

*euody, 30 A4LINg 
pus sseueuLy yonoy, 


ALLAN ipa Se aoe 
FURNITURE CO. | a 

ppg eS | AMERICAN PIANOS, “imu ORGA 
TORONTO 


ce 
© 
a 
& 
E 
£ 
G 
< 
B 
S 
@ 
wo 
> 
wv 
¢ 
o 


> 


Second-hand Pianos and Organs on Small Weekly or Monthiy Pa, ments, 


91 AND 93 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 


NITURE 


FINE AND MEDIUM 


Inspect my well-assorted stock before purchasing elsewhere. 





PRICES LOW. ONLY ONE PRICE IN TONE 


Snes eee IN TOUCH 
UPHOLSTERING TO ORDER 
Having a first-class staff of men | am enabled to give full satisfaction * 3 VV = a > - S S 


at very reasonable prices. 
Sinan and rad i new importations. SHOWING A PLEASURE. TO RO NTO + - ry, or 7 iar US a 


486 Yonge Street t. ft PIEPER Opposite Carlton St. nde hbaeee ee ST. WEST. 





